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And happy you, who (by propitious fate) 
On great Apollo's ſacred ſtandard wait. 
And with ſtrict diſcipline inſtrutted right, 


But ſince the preſs, the pulpit, and the hage, 


Conſpire tocenſure and expoſe our age; 


The nobleſt fruits, tranſplanted in our iſle, 


_ Familiar Ovid tender thoughts inſpires, 
Ard nature ſeconds all his ſoft defires : 


AN ESSAY ON TRANSLATED VERSE, 


By the EARL of ROSCOM MON. 


— _ — 


Hr that author whoſe correct effay* 
Repairs ſo well our old Horatian way: 


Have learn'd to uſe your arms before you fight. 
Provok'd too far, we reſolutely muſt, 


To the few virtues that we have, be juſt. 
J 


To ſearch the treaſures of the Roman ſtore, 


For who have long'd or who have labour'd more 
Oc dig in Grecian mines for purer ore ? } 
With early hape ard fragrant bloſſoms ſmile. 


Theocritus does now to us belong ; 


And Albion's rocks repeat his rural ſong. 
Vol. VI. 21. A 5 Who 
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Wo has not heard how Italy was blefl 

Abore the Medes, above the wealthy Eafl ? 

Or Callus' ſons, fo tender and ſo true, 

As even [.ycoris might with pity view! (| 
When mourning et Y attend their Daphnis' hearſe, | 

Who does not weep that reads the moving verſe ? 

But hear, oh hear, in what exalted ftra'!ns. | 
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Secil ian Muſes through theſe happy plains 


Proclaim Saturnian times—our own Apollo reigns! 
When France had breath'd after inteſtine broils, 
And peace and conqueſt crown'd her foreign toils, 
There (cultivated by a royal han d) | 
Learning grew faſt, and ſpread, and blicfs'd the land; 
The choicefl books that Rome or Greece have known, 
Her excellent tranſlators made her own ; 
And Europe ſlill conſiderably gains 
Beth by their good example and their pains. 
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From hence our generous emulation came; 
We undertook, and we perform'd the ſunc, 
But now we ſhew the world a nobler way, 
And in tranſlated verſe do more than they; 
Serene and clear harmonious Horace flows 
With ſweetneſs not to be expreſs d in proſe: 
Degrading proſe explains his meaning ill, 
And ſhews the ſtuff, but not the workman's ſkills * 
I who have ſerv'd him more than twenty years) | 
Scarce know my maſter as he there appears. 
Vain are our neighbours hopes, and vain their cares; 
Their fault is more their language's than theirs : 
'Tis | 
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*Tis courily, florid, and abounds in words 

Of ſofter ſound than ours perhaps affords ; 
But who did ever in French authors fze \, 
The comprehenſive Engliſh energy ? 

The weiglity bullion of one ſterling line, 


Drawn to Frer.ch wire, would thro' whole pages ſhine, 


I ſpeak my private but impartial ſenſe, 


With frecdom, and I hope without offence ; 

For I'll recant when France can ſhew me wit 
As ſtrong as ours, and as ſuccinétly writ. 

Tis true, compoſing is a nobler part; 

But good tranſlation is no eaſy art. | 

For though materials have long ſince been found, 


Vet both your fancy and your hands are bound; 


And by improving what was writ before, 


Invention labours lefs, but judgment more. 


The ſoil intended for Pierian feeds 
Muſt be well purg'd from rank p:dantic weeds 
Apolloſtarts, and all Parnailus ſhakes, 
At the rude rumbling Baralipton makes. 
For none have been with admitation read, 
But who (be ſides their learning) were well bred. 
The firſt great work (a taſk perform'd by few) 
Is, that yourſelf may to yourſelf be true: 


No maſk, no tricks, no favour, no reſerve ; | 


Diſſects your mind, examine ev'ry nerve. 
Whoever vainly on his ſtrength depends, 


| Begins like Virgil, but like Mævius ends. 
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That wretch in ſpite of his forgotten rhymes) 
Condemn'd to live to all ſucceeding times, 


With pompous nonſenſe and a bellowing ſound, 


Sung lofty Ilium tumbling to the ground. 

And (if my Muſe can through paſt ages ſee) 

That noiſy, nauſeous, gaping fool was he 

Exploded, when, with univerſal ſcorn, 

The mountains labour'd and a mouſe was born. 
Learn, learn, Croiona's brawny wreſtler cries, 

Audacious mortals, and be timely wife! 

'T:s I that call, cemember Milo's end, 

Wedg'd in that timber which he ſtrove to rend. 

Each poet with a diiF rent talent writes; | 

One praiſes, one initrudis, another bites, 

Eloraced.d ne'er aip:re to Epic bays, 

Nor lofiy Maro floop to Lyric lays. 

Examine how your humour is inclin'd, 

And which the ruling paſſion of your mind; 

Then, ſeek a poet who your way does bend, 

And chooſe an author as you chooſe a friend; 

United by this ſympathetic bond, 


You grow ſamiliar, intimate, and fond ; 


Your thoughts, your words, your fly!:s, your ſouls agree, N 


No longer his interpreter, but he. 


Wich how much caſe is a young Muſe betray d! 


How nice ike reputation of the maid! 


Tour carly kind, paternal care appears, 


By chaſle inflcuttton of her tender years, 
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LS 
The firſt impreſſion in her infant breaſt 


Wil be the deepeſt, and ſhould be the belt. 


Let not auſterity breed ſervile fear, 

No wanton ſound offend her virgin ear. 

Secure from fooliſh pride's affected ſtate, 

And ſpecious flattery's more pernicious bait, 
Habitual innocence adorns her thoughts; 

But your neglect mult anſwer for her faults, 
Immodeſt words admit of no defence; 

For want of decency is want of ſenſe. 

What mod' rate fop would rake the Park or ſtews, 


Who among troops of faultleſs nymphs may cliooſe 
Variety of ſuch is to be found; 


Fake then a ſubze@ proper to expound : 
But moral, great, and worth a poet's voice, 
For men of ſenſe deſpiſe a trivial choice: 
And fuch applauſe it muſt expect to meet, 
As would ſome painter buſy in a itreet, 
To copy bullsand bears, and ev'ry fign 
That calls the ſtaring ſots to naſty wine. 


Vet tis not all to have a ſubject good, 
It muſt delight us when tis underſtood. 


He that brings fulſome objects to my view 
(As many old have done, and many new) 
With nauſeous images my fancy fills, 
And all goes down like oxymel of ſquills. 
Inſtrutt the liſtning world how Maro ſings. 
Of uſeful objects and of lofty things, 
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Theſe will ſuch true, ſuch bright ideas raiſe, 
As merit gratitude as well as praiſe : 
But foul deſcriptions are oifenfive fill, 
Either for being like, or being ill. 
For who, without a qualm, hath ever look'd 
On holy garbag, though by Homer cook'd ! 


Whoſe railing heroes, and whoſe wounded Gods, 


Make ſome ſuſpett he ſnores as well as nods. 
But I offend—V irgil begins to frown, 
And Horace looks with indignation down ; 
My bluſhing Muſe with conſcious fear retires, 
And whom they like implicitly admires 
On ſure foundations let your fabric riſe, 
And with attractive majeſty ſurpriſe, 
Not by affected meretricious arts, 
But ſtrict harmonious ſymmetry of parts; 
Which through the whole inſenſibly muſt paſs, 
Wich vital heat to animate the maſs : 
A pure, an active, an auſpicious flame, 


And bright as heaven, from whence the bleſing came 31 
But few, oh few fouls, pre- ordain'd by fate, ! 
The race of Gods, have reach'd that envied height. 


No rebel Tritan's facrilegious crime, 

By heaping hills on hills, can hither climb : 
The grizly ferryman of hell denied 
Eneas entrance, till he knew his guide: 
How juſtly then will impious mortals fall, 


? 


Whoſe _r would ſoar to heaven without a call! 
| * 


| 
| 
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Pride {of all others the moſt dang'rons fault) 
Proceeds from want of ſenſe or want of thought. 
The men who labour and d:geft things moſt, 
Will be much apter to deſpond than boaſt : 


For if your author be profoundly good, 


*T will coſt you dear before he's underſtood. 


| How many ages fince has Virgil writ ! 


How few are they who underſtand him yet! 
Approach his altars with religious fear, 
No vulgar deity inhabits there : 


Heaven ſhakes not more at Jove's imperial nod, 


Than poets ſhould before their Mantuan god. 


Hail, mighty Maro! may that facred name 


Kindle my breaſt with thy celeſtial flame ; 


Sublime ideas and apt words infuſe : 
The Muſe inſtruſt my voice, and thou inſpire the Muſel 


What [I have inſtanc'd only in the beſt, 


Is, in proportion, true of all the reſt. 


Take pains the genuine meaning to explore, 

There ſweat, there ſtrain, tug the laborious oar; 
Search ev'ry comment that your care can find, 
Some here, ſome there, may hit the poet's mind 3 
Yet be not blindly guided by the throng ; 

The muititude is always in the wrong. 

When things appear unnatural or hard, 


Conſult your author, with himſelf compar'd ; 
Who knows what bleſſing Phæbus may bellow, 


And future ages to your labour owe ? 
Suck 


* 1 
Such fecrets are not eaſily found out; 
But, once diſcover'd, leave no room for doubt. 
Froth ſtamps conviction in your raviſh'd breaſt, 
And peace and joy attend the glorious gueſt. 

Truth ſtill is one; truth is divinely bright; 
No cloudy doubts obſcure her native light; 
While in your thoughts you find the leall debate, 
You may confound, but never can tranſlate. 
Your ſtyle will this through all diſguiſes ſhew, 
For none explain more clearly than they knows. 
He only proves he underſtands a text, 
_ Whoſe expoſition leaves it unperplex d. 
They who too faithfully on names infiſt, 
Rater create than diſſipate the miſt 3 
And grow unjuſt by being over-nice, 4 
(For ſuperſtitious virtue turns to vice). 
Let Craſſus? * ghoſt and Labienus tell 
How twice in Parthian plains their legions fell; 
Since Rome hath been ſo jealous of her fame, 
That ſem know Pacorus' or Monæſes' name. 
Words in one language elegantly us'd, 
Will hardly in another be excus'd. 
And ſome that Rome admir'd in Cæſar's time. 

May neither ſuit our genius nor our clime. 

The genuine ſenſe, intelligibly told, 

She vs a tranſlator both diſcreet and bold. 
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Excurſions are inexpiably bad ; 
And 'tis much ſafer to leave out than add. 
Abllruſe and my ſlic thoughts you mult expreſs 
With painful cace, but ſeeming eaſineſs: | 
For truth ſhines brighteſt thro” the plainelt dreſs. 
Th' /Enean Muſe, when the appears in ſlate, 
Makes all Jove's thunder on her verſes wait : 
Yet writes ſometimes as ſoft and moving things 
As Venus ſpeaks, or Philomela ſings. 
Your au.hor always will the beſt adviſe, 
Fall when he falls, and when he riſes riſe. 
Aﬀetted noiſe is the moſt wretched thing 
That to contempt can empty ſcribblers bring. 
Vowels and accents, regularly plac'd, 
On even ſyllables (and ſtill the laſt) 
Though groſs innumerable faults abound, 
In ſpite of nonſenſe, never fail of ſound. 
But this is meant of even verſe alone, 
As being moſt harmonious and moſt known: 
For if you will unequal numbers try, 
There accents on odd ſyllables muſt lie. 
Whatever ſiſter of the learned Nine 
Does to your ſuit a willing ear incline, 
Urge your ſucceſs, deſerve a laſting name, 
She'll crown a grateful and a conſtant flame. 
But ifa wild uncertainty prevail. 
And turn your veering heart with ev'ry gale, 
You loſe the fruit of all your former care 


For the ſad proſpect of a jull deſpair. 


A quack 


| 1 
A quack ftoo ſcandalouſly mean to name) 
Had, by man-midwifery, got wealth and fame: 
As if Lucina had forgot her trade, 
The labouring wife invokes his ſurer aid. 
Well-ſeaſon'd bowls the gollip's ſpirits raiſe, 


Who, while ſhe guzzles, chats the doctor's praiſe 3 


And largely what ſhe wants in words ſupplies, 
Wich maudl:in-eloquence of trickling eyes. 
But what a thoughileſs animal is man! 

How very active in his own trepan ! 

For, greedy of phy ſicians frequent foes, 

From female mellow praiſe he takes degrees; 
Struts in a new unlicens'd gown, and then, 
From ſaving women, falls to killing men. 
Another ſuch had left the nation thin, 

In ſpite of all the children he brought in. 
His pills as thick as hand-granadoes flew : 
And where they fell, as certainly they fle; 
His name ſtruck every where as great a damp 
As Archimedes through the Roman camp. 
Wich this, the dotor's pride began to cool; 
For ſmarting ſoundly may convince a fool. 
But now repentance came too late for grace; 
And meager famine ſtar'd him in the face: 
Fain would he to the wives be reconcil'd, 
But found no huſband left to on a child. 

The friends that got the brats were poiſon'd too; 
In this fad caſe, what could our vermin do? 


Worrled 
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Worried with debts, and palt all hope of bail, 


Th' unpitied wretch lies rotting in a jail : 
And there, with baiket-alms ſcarce kept alive, 
Shews how miltaken talents ought to thrive. 

I pity, from my foul, unhappy men. 
Compeli'd by want to proſtitute their pen; | 
Who muſt, like lawyers, either flarve or plead, 


And follow, right or wrong, where guineas lead! 
But you, Pompilian, wealthy pamper d heirs, 


Who to your country owe your ſwords and cares, 
Let no vain hope your eaſy mind ſeduce, 

For rich ill poets are without excuſe, 

*Tis very dangerous, tampering wlth a muſe ; 
The profit's ſmall, and you have much to loſe : 


For though true wit adorns your birth and place, 
Degenerate lines d-grade th' attainted r race. 


No poet any paſſion can excite | 

But what they feel tranſport them when 4 write. 
Have you been led through the Cumæan cave, 
And heard the impatient maid divinely rave ? 

I hear her now! I ſce her rolling eyes: 

And panting, Lo ! the god, the god, ſhe cries ; 


Wh words not hers, and more than human ſound, 
She makes th” obedient giolls peep n thro” the 


ground. 
But, tho' we mull obey when Heaven commands, 


Gi vain the ſacred call withſlands, 


Beware 
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Beware what ſpirit rages in your brealt ; 

For ten inſpir d, ten thouſand are poſſeſt. 

Thus make the proper uſe of each extreme, 
And write with fury, but correft u ich phlegm. 
As when the cheerful hours too freely paſs, 
And ſparkling wine finiles in the tempting glaſs, 
Your pulſe adviſes, and begins to beat | 
Through ev'ry ſwelling vein a loud retreat: 

So when a muſe propitiouſly invites, 

Improve her favours, and indulge her flights; 
But when you find that vigorous heat abate, 
Leave off, and for another ſummons wait. 
Before the radiant ſun a glimmering lamp, 
Adulterate metals to the ſterling ſtamp, 

Appear not meaner than mere human lines, 
Compar'd with thoſe whoſe inſpiration ſnines: 
The ſe nervous, bold; thoſe languid and remiſs ; 
There, cold falutes ; but here a lover's kiſs, 


_ Thus have II ſeen a rapid headlong tide 


With foaming waves the pathive Soane divide; 
Whoſe lazy watcrs without motion lay, 


W hile he, with eager force, urg'd his impetuous . 


The privilege that ancient poets claim, 
Now turn'd to licence by too juſt 2 name, 
Belongs to none but an cſtabl:{k'd fame, 
Which ſcorns to take it—— 
Abſurd expreſſions, crude, avoriive thoughts, 
All the lewd legion of exploded faults, 
| Baſe 
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Baſe fugitives, to that aſylum fly. 
And facred laws with infolence defy. 
Nor thus our heroes of the former days 
Deſerv'd and gain'd their never-fading bays ; 
For I miſtake, or far the greateſt part 
Of what ſome call negle&, was ſtudy's art. 
When Virgil ſeems to trifle in a line, 
Tis like a warning- piece, which gives the ſign 
To wake your fancy, and prepare your fight, 
To reach the noble height of ſome unuſual flights 
I loſe my patience when, with ſaucy pride, 
By untun'd ears I hear his number tried. 
Reverſe of nature : ſhall ſuch copies then 


 Arraign ch' original of Maro's pen: 
And the rude notions of pedantic ſchools 


Blaſpheme the facred founder ef our rules? 
The d:licacy of the niceſt ear 
Finds nothing harſh or out of order there. 


Sublime or low, unheeded or intenſe ; 


The ſound is ſill a comment to the ſenſe. 

A {killfu! ear in numbers ſhould preſide, 
And all diſputes without appeal decide. 

This ancient Rome, and elder Athens found, 
Before miſtaken flops debauch'd the found. 

When, by impulſe from Heaven, Tyrtæus ſung, 
In drovping ſoldiers a new courage fprung ; 
Reviving Sparta now the flight maintain'd, 

And what two gen'rals loſt, a poet gain'd. 


* 1 

By ſecret influence of indulgent ſkies, 
Empire and poeſy together rife, ; 
True poets are the guardians of the ate, 
And, when they fal, portend approaching fate, 
For chat which Rome is conquell did inſpire, 
Was not the veſtal, but the muſe's fre; | 
Heaven joins the bleſſings: no declining age 
Ere ht the raptures of poetic rage. 
Of many faults rhy me is perhaps the cauſe 3 
Too ſtrict to rhyme, we flight more uſeful laws: 
For that, in Greece or Rome, was never — 
Till by barbarian deluges o'erflown : 
S.bducd, undone, they did at laſt obey, 
| Ani change their own for their invader's way. 
I grant that, from ſome moſſy idol oak, | 
In double rhymes our Thor and Woden ſpoke ; 
Aud by ſucceſſion of unlearned times, C 
As bards began, ſo monks rung on the chimes. 

But now that Phoebus and the ſacred Nine 
Wich all their beams on our bleſt iſland ſhine, 
Why ſhould not we their ancient rites reſtore, 
And be what Rome or Athens were before ? 
« Have forgot how Raphael's numcrous proſe 
Led our exalted ſouls thro” heavenly camps, 

And mark'd the ground where proud apoſlate thrones | 
+ Dclicd Jehovah ! here, *twixt holt and hol, 


« (A narrow, but a dreadful interval) 
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© Portentous ſight ! before the cloudy van 
Satan with vaſt and haughty ſtrides advanc'd, 
Came tow'ring arm'd in adamant and gold. 
© There bellowing engines, with their fiery tubes, 
© Diſpers'd æthereal forms, and down they fell 
© By thouſands, angels on archangels roll'd ; 


© Recover'd to the hills they ran, they flew, 


Which (with their ponderous load, rocks, waters, 
© woods), 

From their firm ſeats torn by the ſhaggy tops, | 

© They bore like ſhields before them through the air, 


© Ti1 more incens'd they hurl'd them at their foes, 
All was confuſion, heaven's foundation ſhook, 


© Threat'ning no leſs than univerſal wreck ; 
For Michael's arm main promontories flung, 
© And over-preſs'd whole legions weak with fin : 
© Yet they blaſphem'd and ſtruggled as they lay, 
© Till the great enſign of Meſhah blaz'd, 
And (arm'd with vengeance) God's viQtorious Son 
© (Effulgence of paternal deity!) 
* Graſping ten thouſand thunders in his hk 
© Drove th' original rebels headlong down, 
And ſent them flaming to the vaſt abyfs.” 

O may I live to hail the glorious day, 
And ſing loud pæans through the crowded w ay, 
When in triumphant ſtate the Britiih Muſe, 
True to herſelf, ſhall barbarous aid refuſe, 
And in the Roman Majeſty appear, 
Which none know better, and none come ſo near. 


es 
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Bower of Bliſs. SPENSER. 


1 paſſing forth, they ſhortly do arrive 
Whereas the Bower of Bliſs was ſituate ; 


A place pick'd ot by choice of beſt alive, 
That nature's work by art can imitate 3 
In which whatever in this wordly ſtate 
Is ſweet and pleaſing unto living ſenſe, 
Or that may daintieſt fanta ſie aggrate, 
Was poured forth with plentiful d ſpenſe, 
And made there to abound with laviſh aſſtue nce. 


Goodly it was encloſed round about, 
As well their enter'd gueſts to keep within, 
As thoſe unruly beaſts to hold wi:hout ; 
Yet was the fence thereof but weak and thin: 
Nought fear'd their force that fortilage to win, 
But wiſdom's powre and temperance's migut, 
Zy which the mightieft things efforced bin: 
And eke the gate was wrought of ſubſtance light, 
It framed was of pretious yvory, 
That ſeem'd a work of admirable wit; 
And therein all the famous hiſtorie 
Of Jaſon and Medza was ywrit ; 


1 
Her mig'ity charmes, her furious lou ing fits 
His goodly conqueſt of the gold-n fleece, 
His falſed faith, and love to lightly flit, 
The wondred Argo, which invent'rous peece 
Firſt chro the Euxian ſeas bore all the flow r of Greece. 


ve might have ſeen the frothy billowes fry 
Under the ſhip, as thorough them ſhe went, 

That ſeemed waves were into yvory, 
Or yvory into the waves were ſent, 
And other where the ſnowy ſubilance ſprent, 
Wich vermell-like the boyes bloud therein ſhed 2 
A piteous ſpeclacle did repreſent ; 

And otherwhiles with gold beſprinkeled, | 
It ſcem d ch“ enchanted flame which did Creuſa wed. 


All his and mere might is chis gradly gee 
Be read ; ; that ever open ſtood to all | 

Which thither came ; but in the porch there ſate 
A comely perſonage of ſtature tall, 

And ſemblance pleaſing more than natural, 

That travellers to him ſeem'd to entice ; 
His looſer garments to the ground did fall, 

And ſlew about his heels in wanton wiſe, 

Not fit for ſpeedy pace or manly exerciſe. 

The foe of life, that good envies toall, 

That ſecretly doth us procure to fall, | 
Through guileſul ſemblaunce which he makes us ſee, 
He ef this gardin bad the governall, 

I Ant 


t 1 
And Pleaſure's porter was devis'd to be, 
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Strow d with pleaſaunce, kom” qd 
Mantled with green, and goodly beatifide 
Wich all the ornaments of Floraes pride, 


Wherewith her mother Art, as half in ſcorne 
Of niggard Nature, hke a pompous bride, 
Did deck her, and too laviſhly adorne, ; 
When forth from virgin bowre ſhe comes in th carly 


Thereto the heavens alway joviall, 

Ne ſuffer'd forme nor froſt on them to fall, 

Their tender buds or leaves to violate, 

Nor ſcorching heat, nor cold intemperate, | 

T' afflit the creatures which therein did dwell; | 

| But the milde air with ſeaſon moderate | 

| Gently attempred and difpos'd ſo well, | 

"That flill it breathed forth ſucet ſpirit. and wholeſome | 

ſmell, | 
| 
| 
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More ſweet and wholeſome than the pleaſant hill 


| A giant-babe, her ſelfe for griefe did kill; 
Or the Theſſalian Tempe, whereof yore 


Faire 
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Faire Daphne Phæbus' heart with love did gore, 
Or Ida, where the Gods lov'd to repaire, 
When-ever they their heavenly bow res forlore ; 
Or ſweet Parnaſſe, the haunt of muſes faire; 
Or Eden, if that anght with Eden mote compare. | 


Till that he came unto another gate, 


No gate, but like one, being goodly digt 


Their claſping armes, in wanton wreathings intricate. 


So faſhioned a porch with rare diviſe, 

Archt over head with an embracing vine, 
Whoſe bunches hanging downe, ſcem'd to entics 

All paſſers by to taſte their luſhious wine, 

And did themſelves into their hands incline, 


As freely offering to be gathered : 


Some as the rubine, laughing ſweetly red, 
So made by art, to beautifie the reſt, 

Which did themſelves emongſt the leaves enfold, 
As lurking from the view. of covetous gueſt, 


That the weak boughes, with ſo.cich load oppreſt,. 


Did bow adown as over-burthened. 
It ſelf doch offer to his ſober eye, 


fo which of caters abacectls chennk; 
And none does other happineſs envie: 
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The painted ſſowres, the trees upſhooting hie. 
The dates for ſhade, the hills for breathing place, 

The trembling groves, the cry flall running by; 
And that which all fair works doth moll aggrace, 
The art which wrought it all appear.d in no place. 


One would have thought {ſo cunningly the rude 
And ſcorned parts were mingled with the fine) 

That Nature had for wantonneſs enſude 
Art, and that Art at Nature did repine ; 
So ſtriveing each the other to undermine, 

Each did the other's worke more beautify : 
So differing both in willes, agreed in fine: 

So all agreed through ſweet diverſitie, | 

This garden to adorne with all varietie. 

And in the midſt of all, a fountaine ſlood, 

Of richeſt ſubſtance that on earth might be, 

So pure and ſhiny, that the ſilver flood 
Through every channel running, one might ſee 3 


Moſt goodly it with pure imageree 
Was over-wrought, and ſhapes of naked boyes, 


Of which ſome ſeem'd with lively jollitee 


To fly about, playing their wanton toyes, 

Whiles others did themſelves embay in liquid joyes. 

And over all, of pureſt gold, was ſpred 
A trayle of ivie in its native hew : 

For the rich metall was ſo coloured, 
That wight that did not well adviſed view, 


[= |] 

Would ſurely deem it to beivie true: 

Lowe his laſcivious armes adowne did creep, 
That themſelves dipping in the filver dew, 
Their fleecie flowres they tenderly did fleepe, 
Which drops of cryſtall ſeem d for wantonneſs to 

weepe. 

Infinite ſlreames continually did well 
Out of this fountaine, ſweet and fair to ſee, 

The which into an ample laver fell, 
And ſhortly grew to ſo great quantitie, 
That like a lutle lake it ſeem'd to bee: 
Whoſe depth exceeded not three cubits height, 
That through the waves one might the bottom ſee, 

All pav'd beneath with jaſper ſhining bright | 

That ſeem'd the fountaine in that ſca did ſayle uprights 
Wich ſhady lawrell-trees, thence io defend 
Tho ſunny beames, which on the billows bet, 
And thoſe which therein bathed, mote offend. 


— — 


Epiſtle to Dr. Arbuthnot, being the Prol i ue to 


the Satire t. Por x. 


P. QHUT, ſhut the door, good John! fatigued I ſaid, 
Tye up the knocker ; fay I'm fick, I'm * 
The Dog-ftar rages ! nay tis pall a doubt, 
All Bedlam, or Parnaſſus is let out: | 
Fire in each eye, and papers in each hand, 
They rave, recite, and madden round the land. 
What walls can guard me, or what ſhades can hide # 
They pierce my thickets, thro' my grot they glide ; 
By land, by water, they renew the charge ; 
No place is ſacred, not the Church is free, 
E'en Sunday ſhines no Sabbath-day to me : 
Then from the Mint walks forth the man of rhyme, 
Happy! to catch me juſt at Dinner- time. 
Is there a Parſon, much bemus'd in beer, 
A maudlin Poeteſs, a rhyming Peer, 
A Clerk, foredoom'd his father's ſoul to croſs, 
Who pens a Stanza when he ſhould engroſs ? 
Is there, who, lock'd from ink and paper, ſcrawls 
Wich deſp'rate charcoal round his darken'd walls F 
All fly to Twit'nam, and in humble flrain 
Apply to me, to keep them mad or vain. 
Arthur, whoſe giddy fon neglects the laws, 
Imputes to me and my damn d works the cauſe : 
5 Poor 


tw! 
Poor Cornus fees his frantic wife elope; 
And curfes Wit, and Poetry, and Pope. 
Fend to my Life! (which did not you prolong, 

The world had wanted many an idle ſong) 

What Oro or Noſtrum can this plague remove ? 
Or which muſt end me, a Fool's wrath or love; 

A diredilemma! either way I'm ſped ; 8 
If focs, they write, if friends, they read me dead, 
Seiz'd and tied down to judge, how wretched I ! 

a Who can't be filent, and who will not lye: 
To laugh, were want of goodneſs and of grace; 
Andie begrive, exceeds all pow 'r of face: | 
FRY J fit with fad civility, F read _ 
| With honeſt anguiſh, and an aching head; 
And drop at laſt, but in unwilling ears, 
hw This ſaving counſel, © Keep your piece nine years.“ 
f Ninz years! eried he, who high in Drury-lane, 
| Lull'd by ſoft Zephyrs thro” the broken pane, 
Rhymes cre he wakes, and prints before Term ends, 
Oblig' d by hunger, and requeſt of friends: 
© The piece, you think, is incorrect? why take it; 
© I'm all fubmiſton ; what you'd have it, make it.“ 

Three things another's modeſt wiſhes bound, 

My Friendſhip, and a Prologue, and ten pound. 

 P.tholcon ſends to me: © You know his Grace: 

© I want a Pairon ; alk him for a Place.” 

Pitt. Hoon I-belPd me“ but here's a letter 

* Infugns you, Sir, tas when he knew no better, 
Dare 


; — 8 —— Ra PT TS j * 


20.9.3 

© Dare you refuſe him ? Curl invites to dine: 
© He'll write a Journal, or hel turn Divine. 

Bleſs me! a packet. 'Tis a ranger ſues, 
© A Virgin Tragedy, an Orphan Muſe.* 
If I diſlike it, Furies, death and rage!“ 
If I approve, * Comment it to the Stage.” 
There (thank my flars) my whole commiſſion ends, 
The players and I are luckily, no friends. 
Fir'd that the houſe reject him, *Sdeath I'll print it, 


And ſhame the fools—Your int'reft, Sir, with Lintot,? 


Lintot, dull rogue! will think your price too much: 
© Not, Sir, if you reviſc it, and retouch,” 

All my demurs but double his attacks; | 

At laſt he whiſpers, * Do; and we go ſnacks.” 
Glad of a quarrel, ſtraight I clap the door. 

Sir, let me ſee your works and you no more. 

*Tis ſung, when Midas Ears began to ſpring 
(Midas, a ſacred pz:fon and a King), | 
His very Miniſter who ſp:ed them firſt 
(Some ſay his Queen) was forc'd to ſpeak, orburſt, 
And is not mine, my friend, a ſorer caſe, 

When ev'ry coxcomb perks them in my face ? 


A. Good friend, forbear! you deal in dangꝰ rous things. 


I'd never name Queens, Miniſters, or Kings; 
Keep cloſe to Ears, and thoſe let aſſes prick, 
"Tis nothing. Nothing, if chey bite and kick ? 
Out with it, Dunciad ! let the ſecret paſs, 
That ſecret to cach fool, that he's au aſs: 

The 
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The truth once told (and where fore ſhould we lic ? 
The Queen of Midas ſlept, and, fo may I. 

You think this cruel? take it for a rule, 
No creature ſmarts fo little as a fool. 
Let peals of laughter, Codrus ! rcund thee break, 
Thou unconcern'd canſt hear the mighty crack: 
Pit, box, and gall'ry in convulſions hurl'd, 
Thou ftand'ſt unſhook amidſt a burſling world. 
Who ſhames a Scribbler ? break one cobweb thro”, 
He ſpins the flight, ſelf-pleaſing thread ancw ; 
Deſtroy his fih of ſophiſtry, in vain, 
The creature's at his dirty work again, 
Thron d on the centre of his thin deſigns, 

Proud of a vait extent of flimſy lines: 
Whom have I hurt ? has Poet yet, or Peer, 
Loft the arch'd eyebrow, or Parnaſlian ſneer ? 
And has not Colley flill his lord, and whore ? 
His butchers Henly, his free-mafons Moor? 
Does not one table Bavius ſtill admit? 
Still to one Biſhop Philips ſeem a wit ? 
Still Sappho—A. Hold, for God's ſake—you'll offend, 
No names—be calm—learn prudence of a friend: 5 
I too could write, and I am twice as tall; 
But foes like theſe—P. One Flatt'rer's worſe than alt, 
Of ail mad creatures, if the learn'd are right, 
It is the ſlaver kills, and not the bite. 
A fool quite angry 1s quite innocent: 
Alas ! *tis ten times worſe when they repent, | 
Vol. VI 21, = © One 


191 

One dedicates in high heroic proſe, 
And ridicules beyond a hundred foes : 
One from all G rub- lreet will my fame defend, | 
And more abuſive, calls himſelf my friend. 
This prints my Letters, that expects a bribe, 
And others roar aloud, Subſcribe, ſubſcribe !” 
There are, who to my perſon pay their court: 
I cough like Horace, and, tho' lean, am ſhort. 
Ammon's great ſon one ſhoulder had too high ; 
Such Ovid's noſe ; and, Sir! you have an Eye 
Go on, obliging creatures, make me ſee 
All that diſgrac'd my Betters met in me. 
Say for my comfort, languiſhing in bed, 
© Juſt ſo immortal Maro held his head; 
And when I die, be ſure you let them know 
Great Homer died three thouſand years ago. 

Why did I write ? what fin to me unknown 
Dipt me in ink, my parent's, or my own ? 
As yet a child, nor yet a fool to fame, 
I liſp'd in numbers, for the numbers came. 
No duty broke, no father diſobey d: 
The Muſe but ſerv'd to eaſe ſome Friend, not Wife, 
To help me thro” this long diſeaſe, my Life ; 
To ſecond, Arbuthnot ! thy Art and Care, 

And teach the Being you preſerv'd to bear. 
But why then publiſh ? Granville the polite, 
And knowing Walt, would tell me I could write; 

SS Well. 
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Well. natur d Garth inflam'd with early praiſe, 
And Congreve lov'd, and Swift endur'd my lays; 
The courtly Talbot, Somers, Sh:ffield read ; 

Ev'n mitred Rockefter would nod the head; 

And St. John's ſelf, (great Dryden's friends before] 


With open arms receiv'd one Poct more. 

Happy my ftud:es, when by theſe approv'd ! 

Happier their Author, when by theſe belov'd ! 

From theſe the world will judge of men and books, 

Not from the Burnets, Oldmixons, and Cooks. 
Soft were my numbers; who could take offence 

While pure Deſcription held the place of Senſe ? 

Like gentle Fanny's was my flow'ry theme, 

A painted miſtreſs, or a purling ſlream. 

Yet then did Gildon draw his venal quill ; 

I wiſh'd the man a dinner, and ſat flill. 

Yet then did Dennis rave in furious fret; 

I never anſwer'd, I was not in debt, 


I want provok'd, or madneſs made them print, 


I wag'd no war with Bedlam or the Mint. 
Did ſome more ſober Critic come abroad ; 


If wrong, I ſmil'd; if right, I kifs'd the rod. 
Pains, reading, ſtudy, are their juſt pretence; 


Commas and points they ſet exactly right; 

And *twere a fin to rob them of their mite. 

Yet nc'er one ſprig of laurel grac'd cheſe ribalds, 

From flaſhing Beniley Gone to pidling Tibalds : 
2 
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Each wight who reads not, and but ſcans and ſpells, 
Each Word-catcher, that lives on ſyllables, 
Ev'n ſuch ſmall Critics ſome regard may claim, 
Preſerv'd in Milton's or in Shakeſpear's name. 
Pretty ! in Amber to obſerve the forms 
Of hairs, or ſtraws, or dirt, or grubs, or worms ! 
The things we know are neither rich nor rare, 
But wonder how the devil they got there. 
Were others angry: I excus'd them too; 

Well might they rage, I gave them but their due. 
A man's true merit 'tis not hard to find; 
But each man's ſecret ſtandard in his mind, 
That culling- weight pride adds to emptineſs, 
This who can gratify ? for who can gueſs ? 
The Bard whom pilfer'd Paſlorals renown, 
Who turus a Perſian Tale for half a crown, 
Juſt writes to make his barrennefs appear, 


And ſlrains, from hard-Lound brains, eight lines a year; 


He, who ſtill wanting, tho” he lives on theft, 
Steals much, ſpends little, yet has nothing left: 
And He, who now to ſenſe, now nonſenſe leaning, 
Means not, but blunders round about a meaning; 
And He, whoſe ſuſtian's ſo ſublimely bad, 
It is not poetry, but proſe run mad: 
All theſe, my modeſt Satire bade tranflate, 
And own'd that nine ſuch Poets made a Tate. 
How did they fume, and ſtamp, and roar and chaſe | 
And fucar, not 4 himſelf was ſafe. 

Peace 
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peace to all ſuch! but were there one whoſe fires 


Frue Genius kindles, and fair Fame inſpires ; 


Bleft with each talent and each art to pleaſe, 
And born to write, converſe, and live with eaſe : 
Should ſuch a man, too fond to rule alone, 


Bear, like the Turk, no brother near the throne, 
View him with ſcornful, yet with jealous eyes, 


And hate for arts that caus'd himſelf to riſe ; 


Dams with faint praiſe, aſſent with civil leer, 
And, without ſneering, teach the reſt to ſneer ; 


Willing to wound, and yet afraid to ſtrike, 
Juſt hint a fault, and heſitate diſlike; 
Alike reſerv'd to blame, or to commend, 

A tim'rous foe, and a ſuſpicious friend; 
Dreading ev'n Fools, by Flatterers beſieg d, 


And fo obliging, that he ne'eroblig'd; 
Like Cato, give his little Senate laws, 
And fit attentive to his own applauſe 


5 

While Wits and Templars ev'ry ſentence raiſe, 
And wonder with a fooliſh face of praiſe 
Who but muſt laugh, if ſuch a man there be? 


Who would not weep, if Atticus were he ? 


What tho* my name flood rubric on the walls, 
Or plaſter d polls, with claps, in capitals 
Or ſmoking forth, a hundred hawkers load, 
On wings of winds came flying all abroad ? 
I ſought no homage from the race that write : 
1 kept, like 44» monarchs, * 
' C 3 Poems 


a 3» Is 
Poems I heeded (now berhym'd ſo long) 


I ne'er with wits or witlings paſs'd my days, 

To ſpread about the itch of verſe and praiſe ; 
Nor, like a puppy, dangled thro' the town. 

To fetch and carry fing-ſong up and down; 

Nor at rehearſals ſweat, and mouth'd, and cried. 
With handkerchief and orange at my fide : 

But fick of fops, and poetry, and prate, 

To Bufo left the whole Caſlalian flate, 

Sat full-blown Bufo, puff d by ev'ry quill ; 

Fed with ſoft dedication all day long, 

Horace and he went hand and hand in ſong. 
His library (where buſts of poets dead 

Anda true Pindar flood without a head) 
Receiv'd of wits an undiſtinguiſh'd race, | 
Who firlt his judgment aſk'd, and then a place: 
And flatter'd ev'ry day, and ſome days cat: 
Till grown more frugal in his riper days, 


He paid ſome bards with port, and ſome with praiſe 3 


To ſome a dry rehearſal was aſhgn'd ; 
And others (harder flill) he paid in kind. 
Dryden alone (what wonder p) came not nigh;. 
Dryden alone eſcap'd this judging eye: 
But {till the great have kindneſs in reſerve ; 
He help d to bury whom he help'd to ſtarve. 

Mzy 


No more than thou, great George! a birthday ſong. l 
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May ſome choice patron bleſs each grey gooſe quill? 
May ev'ry Badius haze his Bufo fill ! 
So when a ſtateſman wants a day's defence, 
Or envy holds a whole week's war with ſenſe, 
Or ſimple pride for flatt'ry makes demands, 
May dunce by dunce be whiſt!ed off my hands 


|  Bleſt be che great for thoſe they take away, 


And thoſe they left me, for they left me gay; 

Left me to ſee neglefted Genius bloom, 

Negletted die, and tell it on his tomb : 

My Verſe, and Queenſd'ry weepingo'er thy urn, 
Oh let me live my own, and die fotoo! 

(To live and die is all I have to do): 

Maintain a Poet's dignity and eaſe, 

And ſee what friends, and read what books pleaſe 

Above a patron, tho” I condeſcend 

Sometimes to call a miniſter my friend. 

I was not born for courts or great affairs : 

I pay my debts, believe, and ſay my pray ra; 

Can ſleep without a poem in my head, 

Nor know if Dennis be alive or dead. 
Why am I aſk'd what next ſhall ſee the light > 

Heavens! was I born for nothing but to write ? 

Has life no joys for me ? or (to be grave) 

Have I no friend to ſerve, no ſoul to ſave p 


« 1 found him cloſe with S. Indeed ? no doubt. 


(Cries prating Balbus] ſomething will come out. 
| | 1 
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. *Tis all in vain, deny it as I will; 

© No, ſuch a Genius never can lie ftill ;* 
And then for mine obligingly miſtakes 
The firſt lampoon Sir Mill or Bubo makes. 
Poor guiltleſs I ! and can I chooſe but ſmile, 
Wben ev'ry coxcomb knows me by my ftyle ? 
Curſt be the verſe, how well ſoe er it flow, 
That tends to make one worthy man my ſoe, 
Give virtue ſcandal, innocence afear, 
Or from the ſoft-eyed virgin ſleal a tear! 

But he who hurts a harmleſs neighbour's peace, 
Inſults fallen worth, or beauty in diſtreſs ; 

| Wholoves a lye, lame ſlander helps about, 

Who writes a libel, or who copies out; 
That fop whoſe pride affefts a.patron's name, 
Yet abſent wounds an author's honeſt fame ; 
Who can your merit ſelſiſaly approve, 
And ſhew the ſenſe of it withou the love; 
Who has the vanity to call you Friend, 
Yet wapts the honour injur'd todefend ; 
| Who tells whate'er you think, whate'er you ſay 
And, if he lye not, muſt at leaſt betray : 
Who to the dean and filuer bell can ſwear, 
And ſees at Cannons what was never there; 
Who reads but with a luſt. to miſapply, 
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Let Sporus tremble—A4. What ? that thing of filk ? 
Sþorus, that mere white curd of aſs's milk ? 


Satire or ſenſe, alas! can Sporus feel ? 


3 Who breaks a butterſly upon a wheel ? 
Pei. Yet let me flap this bug with gilded wings. 


This painted child of dirt, that flinks and ſlings ; 
Whoſe buzz the witty and the fair annoys, 

Yet wit ne'er taſtes, and beauty ne'er enjoys : 
So well-bred ſpaniels civilly delight 

In mumbling of the game they dare not bite. 
Eternal ſmiles his emptineſs betray, 

As ſhallow ſtreams run dimpling all the way. 


Whether in florid impotence ke ſpeaks, 


And, as the prompter breathes, the puppet ſqueaks 

Or at the ear of Eve, familiar toad, 

Half froth, half venom, ſpits himſelf abroad, 

In puns, or politics, or tales, or lyes, 

Or ſpite, or ſmut, or rhymes or blaſphemies. 

Hts wit all ſee-ſaw, between that and this ; == 
Now high, now low, now maſter up, now miſs, } 
And he himſelf one vile antitheſis, 
Amphibious thing! that acting either part, 

The trifling head, or the corrupted heart ; 

Fop at the toilet, flatt'rer at the board, 

Now trips a lady, and now ſtruts a lord. 


Eve's tempter thus the rabbins have expreſs'd 3 


A cherub's face, a reptile all the reit. 
Beauty that ſhocks you, parts that none will truſt, 


Wit that can creep, and pr.de that licks the duſt, 


Not 


| [44] 
Not Fortune's worſhipper, nor Faſhion's fool, 

Not Lucre's madman, nor Ambition's tool, 

Nor proud, nor ſervile; be one Poet's praiſe, 

That, if he pleas'd, he pleas'd by manly ways : 

That flatt'ry even to Kings he held a ſhame, 

And thought a Lye in verſe or proſe the ſame : 

That not in Fancy's maze he wander'd long, 

But ſtoop'd to Truth, and moraliz'd his ſong : 

That not for Fame, but Virtue's better end, 

He ſtood the furious foe, the timid friend, 

The damning critic, half approving wit, 

The coxcomb bit, or fearing to be bit ; 

Laugh'd at the loſs of friends he never had, 

The diſtant threats of vengeance on his head, 

The blow unfelt, the tear he never ſhed ; 

The tale reviv'd, the lye fo oft overthrown, 

Th' imputed traſh and dulneſs not his on; 

The morals blacken'd when the writings ſcape, 

The libell'd perſon, and the pictur d ſhape ; 

Abuſe on all he lov'd, or lov'd him, ſpread ; 

A friend in exile, or a father dead. | 

The whiſper that, to greatneſs ſtill too near, 

Perhaps yet vibrates on his Sov'reign's ear— 

Welcome for thee, fair Virtue! all the paſt 3 

For thee, fait Virtue ! welcome even the laſt. 
A. But why inſult the poor, affront the great? 

P. A knave's a knave to me, in ev'ry ſite: 
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Alike my ſcorn, if he ſucceed or fail, 
Sporus at court, or Faphet in ajail, 


Abireling ſeribbler, or a hireling peer, 


Knight of the poſſ corrupt, or of the ſhire ; 
If on a Pillory, or near a Throne, 
He gain his Prince's ear, or loſe his own. 

Yet ſoft by nature, more a dupe than wit, 
Sappho can tell you how this man was bit: 
This dreaded Sat'riſl Dennis will confeſs 
| Foe to his pride, but friend to his diſtreſs: 
So humble, he has knock'd at Tibbald's door, 
Has drunk with Cibber, nay has rhym'd for Moor, 
Full ten years ſlander'd, did he once reply? 
Three thouſand ſuns went down on Welfted*s lye : 
To pleaſe a Miſtreſs, one aſper d his life; 
He laſh'd him not, but let her be his wife: 
Let Budget charge low Grubſtreet on his quill, 
Ard write whate'er he pleas'd, except his Will : 
Let the two Curls of town and Court abuſe 
His father, mother, body, ſoul, and muſe. 
Yet why ? that Father held it for a rule, 
It was a fin to call our neighbour Fool ? : 
That harmleſs Mother thought no wife a whore: 
Hear this, and ſpare his family, James Moor. 
Unſpotted names, and memorable long l 
If there be force in Virtue ori n Song. 

Of genile blood ( part ſhed in Honour's cauſe, 
While yet in Britain Honour had applauſe) ' 
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Each parent ſprung.— A4. What fortune pray ? P. Theie 


own: 

And better got than Beftia's from the throne, 
Born to no Pride, inheriting no Strife, 

Nor marrying Diſcord in a noble wife: 
Stranger to civil and religious rage, 

The good man walk'd innoxious thro? his ages 
No Courts he ſaw, no ſuits would ever try, 
Nor dar'd an Oath, nor hazarded a Lye, 
Unlearn'd, he knew no ſchoolman's ſubtle art, 
No language but the language of the heart. 

By Nature honeit, by Experience wile, 
Healthy by temp'rance, and by exerciſe: 
His life, tho” long, to fickneſs paſs'd unknown, 
His death was inflant, and without a groan, 

O grant me thus to live, and thus to die; 
Who ſprung from Kings ſhail know leſs joy than I, 

O Friend! may. each domeſlic blifs be thine ! 

Be no unpleaſing Melancholy mine: 

Me let the tender office long engage, 

To rock the cradle of repoſing Age; 

Wich lenient arts extend a Mother's breath, 


| Make langrer ſmile, and ſmooth the bed of death; 


Explore the thought. explain the aſking eye, 
And keep awiilc ene parent from the (ky! 
On cares like theſe, if length of days attend, 


May Heaven, to bleſs thoſe 2 preſerve my friend, 
Preſerve 
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Preſerve him ſocial, cheerful, and ſerene, 
And juſt as rich as when he ſerv d a Queen. 

A. Whether that bleſſing be denicd or given, 
Thus far was right, the reſt belongs to Heaven. 


Epilogue to the Satires. In Two Dialogues. Port 
_ DIALOGUE I. 

eee ov eee 
And when it comes, the Court ſee nothing in't. 

You grow correft, that once with rapture writ ; 

And are, beſides, too moral for a Wit. 

Decay of parts, alas! we all muſt feel— 

Why now, this moment, don't I ſee you fleal? 

Tis all from Horace; Horace, long before ye, 

Said, . Tories call'd him Whig, and Whigs a Tory :'* 

And taught his Romans, in much better metre, | 

& To laugh at Fools who put their truſt in Peter.“ 

But Horace, Sir, was delicate, was nice; 

Zubo obſerves, he laſh'd no ſort of Vice: 

Horace would ſay, Sir Billy ſerv'd the Crown, 

Blunt could do bufineſs, H-ggins knew the town : 

In Sappho touch the Failings of the Sex, ö 

In rev rend Biſhops note ſome ſmall neglefs : 

And own the Spaniard did a waggifh thing, 

Who cropt our cars, and ſent them to the King, 
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His fly, polite, infinuating flyle, 
Could pleaſe at Court, and make Augultus ſm- le: 
An artful manager, that crept between 1 
But *faith, your very friends will ſoon be fore ; 
Patriots there are who wiſh you'd jeſt no more— 
And where's the Glory ? *twill be only thought 
The great man never offer'd you a groat, 

P. See Sir Robert !—hum— 

And never laugh for all my life to come ? 
| Seen him I have, but in his happier hour 
Of Social Pleaſure, ill exchang'd for Pow'r; 
Would he oblige me ? let me only find 
He does not think me what he thinks mankind. 
Come, come—at all I laugh he laughs, no doubt; 


F. Why yes, with Scripture ſtill you may be free; 


A horſe-laugh, if you pleaſe, at Honey: 
A Joke on Jexrr, or ſome odd Old-Whig, 
Who never chang'd his principle, or wig ; 

A patriot is a fool in ev'ry age, 

Whom all Lord Chamberlains allow the Stage : 
Theſe nothing hurts; they keep their faſhion fill, 
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If any aſk you, © Who's the man, fo near 
« His prince, that writes in verſe, and has his ear? 
Why anſwer, Lyttleton ; and I'll engage 
The worthy youth ſhall ne er be in a rage: 
You'd quickly find him in Lord Fanny's caſe, 
Sejanus, Wolſey, hurt not honeſt Fleury ; 
But well may put ſome ſtateſman in a fury. 
Laugh then at any but at fcols or foes ; 
Theſe you but anger, ard you mend not thoſe. 
Laugh at your friends ; and, if your friends are fore, 
So much the better, you may laugh the more, 
To vice and fully to confine the jeſt, 
At ſenſe and virtue balance all again. 
Judicious wits ſpread wide the ridicule, 
P. Dear Sir, forgive the prejudice of youth: 
Come, harmleſs characters that no one hit; 
Come, Henley 's oratory, Oſborne's wit! 
The honey dropping from Favonio's tongue, 
The flow'rs of Bubo, and the flow of Y—ng ! 
The gracious dew of pulpit eloquence, 
And all the well-whipp'd cream of courtly ſenſe, 
The firſt was H—vy's, F—'s next, and then 
The S—te's, and then H—vy's once again. 


D 2. O come, 
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O come, that eaſy, Ciceronian ſiyle, 
So Latin, yet ſo Engliſh all the while. 
As, tho” the pride of Middleton and Bland, 
All boys may read, and girls may underſtand ! 


Then might I fing, without the leaſt offence, 

And all I fung ſhould be the Nation's Senſe ; 

Or teach the melancholy Muſe to mourn, 

Hang the ſad verfe on Carolina's urn, 

And hail her paſſage to the Realms of Reſt. 
All parts perform'd, and all her children ble@? | 

So Satire is nomore—l feel it die— —g— 

No Gazeteer more innocent than I— — 

And let, a God's name, ev'ry fool and knave 

Be grac'd thro' life, and flatter'd in his grave. 
F. Why fo? if Satire knows its time and place, 
You ſlill may laſh the greatell—in diſgrace : 
For merit will by turns forſake them all ; 
Would you know when ? exactly when they fall. 
But let all ſatire in all changes ſpare 

Immortal S—k, and grave D—re. 

Silent and ſoft as Saints remov'd to Heaven, 

All ties diſſolv d, and ev ry fin forgiven, 

Theſe may ſome gentle minifterial wing 

Receive, and place for ever near a King! 

There, where no paſſion, pride, or ſhame tranſport, 
Lull'd with the ſweet Nepenthe of a Court. 


There, where no father's, brother's, friend's diſgrace 
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But, paſt the ſenſe of human miſeries, 
All tears are wip'd for ever from all eyes; 
No cheek is known to bluſh, no heart to throb, 
Save when they loſe a queſtion, or a job. 
P. Good Heaven forbid that I ſhould blaſt their glory. 
Who know how like Whig Miniſters to Tory, 
And when three Sov'rcizns died, could ſcarce be vext, 
Conſid' ring what a gracious Prince was next. 
Have I, in ſilent wonder, ſeen ſuch things 
As pride in Slaves, or avarice in Kings; 
And at a Peer or Peereſs ſhall I fret, 
Who ftarves a filler, or forſwears a debt? 
Virtue, I grant you, is an empty boaſt ; 
But ſhall the dignity of Vice be loſt ? 
Ye Gods! ſhall Cibber's ſon, without rebuke, 
Swear like a Lord, or Rich outwhore a Duke? 
A fav'rite's porter with his maſter vie, 
Be brib'd as often, and as often lye ? 
Shall Ward draw contracts with a ſlateſman's {kill ? 
Or Japhet pocket, like his Grace, a will ? 
ls it for Bond or Peter (paltry things!) 
To pay their debts, or keep their faith, like kings > 
If Blount diſpatch'd himſelf, he play'd the man, 
And fo may Il thou, illuſtrious Paſſeran!. 
But ſhall a Printer, weary of his life, 
Learn from their books to hang himſelf and wife ? 
This, this, my friend, I cannot, muſt not bear; 
Vice thus abus'd demands a nation's care; | 
23 This 
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This calls the church to deprecate our fin, 
And hurls the thunder of the laws on gin. 
Let medeſt Foſter, ifhe will, excel 
Ten Metropolitans in preaching well; 
A ſimple Quaker, or a Quaker's wife, 
Outdo Landaff in dofirine—yea in life ; 
_ Jet humble Allen, with an aukward ſhame, 
Do good by ſtealth, and bluſh to find it fame. 
Virtue may chooſe the high or low degree, 
Tis juſt alike to virtue, and to me; 
Dwell in a Monk, or light upon a King, 
She's ſtill the fame belov'd, contented thing. 
Vice is undone if ſhe forgets her birth, 
And ſtoops from angels to the dregs of earth: 
But tis the Fall degrades her toa whore; 
Let Greatneſs own her, and ſhe's mean no more; 
Her birth, her beauty, crowds and courts confeſs, 


Chaſte matrons praiſe her, and grave biſhops bleſs 3. 


In golden chains the willing world. ſhe draws, 


| And hers the gaipelic, and hers the laws. 


And ſees pale virtue carted in her ſtead. 
Lo! at the wheels of her triumphal car, 
Old England's genius, rough with many a ſcar, 
Dragg'd in the duſt ! his arms hang idly round, 
Our youth, all lnueried o'er with foreign gold, 
Before her dance; behind her, crawl the Old; 
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See thronging millions to the Pagod run, 
And offer country, parent, wife, or ſon ; 


That not to be corrupted is the ſhame. 
In ſoldier, churchman, patriot, man in pow'r, 
+ Tis avrice all, ambition is no more! 

See all our nobles begging to be flaves ! 

| See all our fools aſpiring to be knaves ! 

The wit of cheats, the courage of a whore, 

Are what ten thouſand envy and adore : 

All, all look up, with reverential awe, 

At times that ſcape or triumph o'er the law; 
While truth, worth, wiſdom, daily they decry : 
© Nothing is ſacred now but villany.” 

Vet may this verſe (if ſuch a verſe remain) 

DIALOGUE IL 
Z. ITIS all a libel—Paxton (Sir) will ſay, 

P. Not yet, my friend! to-morrow faith it may; 
And for that very cauſe I print to-day, 
Ho ſhould I fret to mangle ev ry line, 
In rev'rence to the fins of Thirty-nine / 


Invention ſtrives to be before in vain; 
Me he ns pes © Eve Rrng, 
Soma riſing genius fins up to my ſong, 
F. Yes 


[ 44 J 
F. Yet none but you by name the guilty laſh 3 
Even Guthry ſaves half Newgate by a daſh, 
Spare then the perſon, and expoſe the vice. 

P. How, Sir! not damn the ſharper, but the dice 
Come on then, fatire ! general, unconfin'd, | 
Spread thy broad wing, and ſouſe on all the kind. 
Ye ſtateſmen, prieſts, of one religion all! 

Ye tradeſmen, vile, in army, court, or hall! 


Ye rev'rend Athe'fts. F. Scandal! name them; who ? 


P. Why that's the thing you bid me not to do. 

| Who flarv'd a filter, who ſorſwore a debt, 

I never nam'd; the town's enquiring yet. | 
= TRE SOT Ing eyes neg. I don't. 
Y You do. 

P. See, now I keep the ſecret, and not you! 

The bribing ſtateſman.—F. Hold, too high you go. 
P. The brib'd eleftor.—F. There you ſtoop too low. 
P. I fain would pleaſe you, if I knew with what 3 

Tell me which knave is lawful game, which not : 

Muſt great offenders, once eſcap'd the Crown, 

| Like royal harts, be never more run down ? 
| Admit your law to ſpare the knight requires, 

As beaſts of nature may we hunt the *ſquires ? 

| Suppoſe I cenfure—you know what I mean 

To fave a Biſhop, may I name a Dean? 

F. A Dean, Sir? no; his fortune is not made; 
| You hurt a man that's riſing in the trade. 
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P. If not the tradefman who ſet up to-day, 
Much leſs the prentice who to-morrow may, 
Down, down, proud fatire ! tho' a realm be ſpoil'd, 


| Arraign no mightier thief than wretched Vid; 


Or, if a court or country's made a job, 
Go drench a pickpocket, and join the mob. 

But, Sir, I beg you (for the love of vice?) 
The manes's weighty, pray conſider twice; 
Have you leſs pity for the needy cheat, 

The poor and friendleſs villain, then the great ? 
Alas! the ſmall diſcredit of a bribe 

Scarce hurts the Lawyer, but undoes the Scribe, 
Then better ſure it Charity becomes | 


To tax Direftors, who, thank God, have plums 3 
Still better miniſters ; or, if the thing 


May pincheven there—why lay it on a king, 
F. Stop ! flop! 
P. Muſt ſatire, then, nor riſe nor fall ? 


Speak out, and bid me blame no rogues at all. 


F. Yes, ſtrike that Wil, I- Il juftify the blow. 
P. Strike? why the man was hang d ten years ago 3 
Who now that obſolete example fears ? 

Even Peter trembles only for his ears. 
F. What always Peter? Peter thinks you mad; 


Tou make men deſp'rate, if they once are bad: 


Elſe might he take to virtue ſome years hence 
£P. Ae c, if he lives, will love the Prince. 
P. Do 
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P. Do I wrong the man ? 
God knows, I praiſe a Courtier where I can. 
When I conſeſs, there is who feels for fame, | 
And melts to goodneſs, need I Scarb'row name ? 
Pleas'd let me own, in Efter's peaceful grove 
(Where Kent and nature vie for Pelham's love), 
The ſcene, the maſter, op'ning to my view, 
I fit and dream I fee my Craggs anew ! 
Even in a Biſhop I can ſpy deſert ; 
Secker is decent, Rundel has a heart: | 
Manners with candour are to Benſon given; 
To Berkley, ev'ry virtue under Heaven. 
But does the Court a worthy man remove d 
That inſtant, I declare, he has my love; 


I ſhun his zenith, court his mild decline; 


Ott, in the clear ſlill mirrour of retreat, 

I ſtudied Shrewſbury, the wiſe and great; 
Carleton's calm ſenſe, and Stanhope's noble flame 
Compar'd, and knew their gen'rousend the ſame $ 
How pleaſing Aiterbury's ſofter hour! 3 
How ſhin'd the ſoul, unconquer'd in the Tow'r: 
How can I Pult ney. Cheſterfield forget, 
While Roman ſpirit charms, and attic wit ? 
Argyle, the State's whole thunder born to wield, 
And ſhake alike the ſenate and the field: 

Or Wyndham, juſt to freedom and the throne, 

The maſter of our paſſions, and his own: 
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Names, which 1 long have lov'd, nor lov'd in vain, 
Rank'd with their friends, not number'd with their train 3 
And if yet higher the proud liſt ſhould end, 
Still let me ſay, No follower, "oY 
Vet think not, friendſhip only prompts my lays ; 
I follow Virtue ; where ſhe ſhines, I praiſe ; 
Point ſhe to Prieft or Elder, Whig or Tory, 
Or round a Quaker's beaver call a glory. 
I never (to my ſorrow I declare) 
Din'd with the Man of Roſs, or my Lord Mayor 


Some in their choice of friends (nay, look a graves 
Have ſtill a ſecret bias to a knave : 


To find an honeſt man I beat about, | 
And love him, court him, praiſe him, ner en 
F. Then why fo few commended ? 5 
P. Not ſo fierce; 

Wa is i and I'll find the verſe, 
But random praiſe—the taſk can ne'er be done } 
Each mother aſks it ſor her booby ſon. 
Each widow aſks it for the beft of men; 
For him ſhe weeps, for him ſhe weds again. 
Praiſe cannot ſloop, like ſatire, to the ground: 
The number may be hang'd, but not be crown'd 
Enough for half the greateſt of theſe days; 
To*'ſcape my cenſure, not expett my praiſe, 
| Are they not rich ? what more can they pretend ? 

Dare they to hope a poet for their friend— 
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Wha Ads wanted, Louis ſcarce could gain ; 
young Ammon wiſh'd, but wiſh'd in vain? 


No pow'r the Muſe's friendſhip can command; 


No pow'r, when virtue claims it, can withſtand : 


ps Virgil pay d one honeſt line; 

my country's friends illumine mine ! 
— What are you thinking ? F. Faith, the thought's no 
B e and would be in. 
1 If merely to come in, Sir, they go out, 

N eee ex 
e eee you'll allow, 
5 only call thoſe knaves who are ſo now 
1 too little ? Come then, I'll compl = 

Spirit of Arnall / aid me while I lye. 5 
— sa coward, Polwart is a ſlave, 
= Lyttleton a dark, deſigning knave; 

John has ever been a wealthy fool— 
SD Sir Robert's mighty dull; 
8 a Friend in private life, 

was, beſides a tyrant to his wife. 


But pray, when others praiſe him, do I blame ? 


Call dv Wolſey, any odious name ? 
_ oy than, if but a wreath of mine, 
accompiiſh'd St. John! deck thy ſhrine ? 


What 
ſhall each ſpur-gall'd hackney of the day, 


das Paxton gives him double pots and pay : 
S each new-penbon's ſycophant, pretend ; 
To break my windows if I treat a friend; 
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Then wiſely plead, to me they meant no hurt; 


But it was my gueſt at home they threw the dirt ? 
Sure, if I ſpare the Miniſier, no rules 
Of honour bind me not to maul his tools ; 


Sure, if they cannot cut, it may be ſaid 


His ſaws are toothleſs, and his hatchets lead. 


It anger'd Turenne, once upon aday, 


To ſee a footman kick'd that took his pay : 


But when he heard the affront the fellow gave, 
Knew one a man of honour, one a knave ; 


The prudent gen'ral turn'd it to a jeſt, 


And begg'd he'd take the pains to kick the refl : 
Which not at preſent having time to do— 
F. hold, fir, for God's ſake, where's the affront to you? | 


E Again your worſhip when had S—k writ ? 


Or P—ge pour'd forth the torrent of his wit 2 
Or grant the Bard whoſe diſtich all commend 
In pow'r a ſcruant, one of pow'r a friend) 
To We guilty of ſome venial fin ; | 


What's that to you, who ne'er was out nor in? 


The Prieft whoſe flattery bedropt the Crown, 
How hurt he you? he only ſtain'd the gown. | 
And how did, pray, the florid youth offend, 
Whoſe ſpeech you took, and gaveit to a friend ? 

P. Faith, it imports not much from whom it came; 
Whoever borrow'd, could not be to blame, | 
Since the whole Houſe did afterwards the fame. 


5 courtly wits to wits afford ſupply, 
As hog to hog in huts of Weltphaly ; ; 
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If one thro” nature's bounty, or his Lord”s, Th 

| Has what the frugal, dirty ſoil afford, . Mir 
From him the next receives it, thick or thing h 
As pure a meſs almoft as it came in; Al 
The bleſſed benefit, not there confin'd, A nd 
Drops to the third, who nuzzles cloſe behind: } 


From tail to mouth they feed and they carouſe ; 
The laſt full fairly gives it to the Houſe. 

F. This filthy-fimile, this bealtly line 

| . 

And all our courtly Civet- cats can vent, 
rler e 

YN wa. et che oe oak, 
In all the Courts of Pindus guiltleſs quite; 

But pens can forge, my friend, that cannot write; 
And muſt no egg in Japhet's-face be thrown, ' 
Becauſe the deed he forg'd was not my own ? 
Muſt never Patriot then declaim at gin, 

Unleſs, good man! he has been fairly in ? 

No zealous paſtor blame a failing ſpouſe, 
Without a itaring reaſon on his brows ? 

And each blaſphemer quite eſcape the rod, 

Becauſe the inſult's not on man, but God ? 
Al you what provocation I have had? | 
The ſtrong antipathy of good to bad, | 
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When truth or virtue an allrout endures, 
Th' affront is mine, my friend, and ſhould be yours, 
Min-, as a foe profefs' d to falſe pretence. 
. ho think a Coxcomb's honour like his fenſe ; 
Nine, as a friend to ev'ry worthy mind; | 
A ::6 caine as man, who feel for all mankind, 
F. You' ce ſtrangely proud. 
P. So proud, * if 
So unpudent, I own myfelf no knare; [ 
So add, my country's ruin makes me 3 | 
Yes, I am proud, I mull be proud to ſee 
Men rot afraid of God afraid of me: 
Safe from the bar, the pulpit, and the throne, 
Yet touch'd and ſham'd by ridicule alone. 
O facred weapon! left for truth's defence; 
ole dread of folly, vice, and infolence ! 
| To all but Heaven- directed hands denied, 
; The Muſe may give thee, but the Gods muſt guide: 
M Rev'rent I touch thee | but with honeſt zeal ; 
To rouſe the watchmen of the public weal, 
To virtue's work provoke the tardy hall, 
| And goad the Prelate ſlumb' ring in his ſtall. 
[ Ye tinſel inſets! whom a court maintains, 
That counts your beauties only by your flains, 
Spin all your cobwebs o'er the eye of day ! 
The Muſe's wing ſhall bruſh you all away: 
All his Grace preaches, all his Lordſhip ſings, 
All that makes ſaints of queens, _ 
| E 2 | All, 
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Alt, all but truth, drops dead-born from the preſs, 
Like the laſt Gazette, or the laſt addreſs. 

When black ambition ſtains a public cauſe, 
A monarch's ſword when mad vain-g!ory draws, 
Not Wallers wreath can hide the nation's ſcar, 
Nor Boilean turn the feather to a ſtar. 

Not fo, when diadem'd with rays divine, 


Tonch'd with the flame that breaks from Vi-t ue's ſhrine, 


er pricitefs Muſe forbids the good to die, 
Andopes tlie temple of. Eternity. 

There, other trophies deck the truly brave, 
Than ſack as Antl:s calls into the grave; 

Far other Rars than“ and * ® wear, 

And may deſcend io Mornington from Stair 
(Such as on Hough's unſullied mitre ſhine, 

Or beam good Digby, from a heart like thine) ; 


Let Envy howl, while heaven's whole chorus fings,, 


And bark at honour not conferr'd by kings; 
Let Flatt'ry fick'ning ſee the incenſe riſe, 
Sweet to the world, and grateful to the ſkies; 
Truth guards the Poet, ſanctiſies the line, 
And makes immortal, verſe as mean as mine. 
Ves, the laſt pen for freedom let me draw, 
When truth ſtands trembling on the edge of law; 
Here laſt of Britons ! let your name be read; 
Are none, none living ? let me praiſe the dead, 
And, for that cauſe which made your fathers ſhine, 
Fall by the votes of their degen' rate line. 


F, Alas! 
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F. Alas! alas! pray end what you began, 
And write next winter more Efays on Man. 


| 
| The Cotter's Saturday Nights Buxxs. | 
Inſcribed to R. 4. Eſq. | 
Let not Ambition mark their uſeful toil, 
Their homely joys and d:ftiny obſcure : 
Nor Grandeur hear, with a diſdainful ſinile, i 
De ſhort but femple annals of the poor. GRA. 


MW loved, my honor'd, much reſpefted n 
No mercenary bard his homage pays; 


With honeſt pride, I ſcorn each {elfth end, 

My deareſt meed, a friend's eſteem and praiſe 2 

I Toyoul fing, in ſimple Scotifh lags 

The lowly train in life's ſequeſter'd ſcene; 

The native feelings ſtrong, the guileleſs ways, | 

What A***® in a cottage would have been; | 
Ah! tho? his worth unknown, far happier there, I ween ? 


November chill blaws loud wi” angry ſugh ; 
The ſhort' ning winter day is near a cloſe ; 
The miry beaſts retreating frae the pleugh ; | 

The black'ning trains o craws to their repoſe : | 
The toil-worn Cotter frac his labor goes, 
This night his weekly moil is at an end, 
Colletis his ſpades, his mattocks, and his hoes, 
Hoping the morn incaſe and rell to ſpend, 
And weary, o'er the moor, his courſe docs hame ward bend. 
1 E 3 | As 
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At length his lonely cot appears in view, 
Beneath the ſhelter of an aged tree; 


Thy expectant wee things, toddling, ſtacher nick 


Te meet their dad, wi' flichtrim noiſe and glee, 
His wee-bit ingle blinkin bonilie, 


His clean hearth-ſtane, his thrifty wife's file, 
The liſping infant prattling on his knee, 
Does a' his weary carking cares beguile, 
At ſervice out, eee 
Some ca the pleugh, ſome herd, fome tentie rin 
A cannie errand to a neebor town : 
Their eldeſt hope, their Jenny, woman grown, 
In youthfu' bloom, love ſparkling in her ee, 
Comes hame, perhaps, to ſhew a braw new gown, 
Or depoſit her ſair- won penny fee, 
To help her parents dear, if they in hardſhips be. 


With joy unfeign'd, brothers and fiſters meet, 
And each for other's welfare kindly ſpiers; 

The ſocial hours, ſwiſt-wing'd unnoticed fleet 3 
Each tells the unco's that he fees or hears, 

The parents, partial, ads wat add 
Anticipation forward points the view; 

The mother wi! her need'e and her ſheers, 
Gars auld claes look almaiſt as weel's the new 3 
The father mixes a wi” admonition due. 


PRE. 


_— 


: 3 au 
Their maſters and their miſtreſſcs command, 
The youngkers a' are warned to obey; 
And mind their labours wi an eydent hand. 
And ne'er, tho” out of ſight, to jank or play: 
And O! be ſure to fear the Lord alway ! 
And mind your duty, daily morn and night ! 
Leſt in temptation's path ye gang aſtray, 
Implore his council and aſſiſting might: 
rr 


But hark ! a rap comes gently to the door; 
Jenny wha kens the meaning o' the ſame, 
Tells how a neebor lad cam o'er the moor, 
To do ſome errands and convoy her hame, 
Sparkle in Jenny's ee, and fluſh her cheek, 
Wich heart-ſtruck anxious care, enquires his name, 
While Jenny hafllins is afraid to ſpeak : 


A ftrappan youth he takes the mother's eye: 
Blythe Jenny ſees the viſit's no ill taen, 
The father cracks of horſes pleughs and kye. 
The youngſter's artleſs heart o'crflows wi? joy, 
But blate and baithfu*, ſcarce can weel behave; 
The mother, wi' a woman's wiles, can ſpy, 
What makes the youth ſae baſhfu*, and ſae grave: | 
Well pleaſed to think her bairn voolpolienl The the Haag | 


O happy 
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O happy love ! where love like this is found ! 
* heart-felt raptures bliſs beyond compare ! 
I've paced much this weary mo rtal round, 
And ſage experience bids me this declare— 


B E200 Wy Frſins Jron, 
One cordial in this melancholy vale, 


*Tis when a youthful, loving, modeſt pair 
In other's arms breathe out the tender tale, 


Is there in human form that bears a heart, 

A wretch, a villain ! loſt to love and truth, 
Betray ſweet Jenny's unſuſpetting youth? _o_ 
Curſe on his perjured arts! diſſembling ſmooth ? 
Are Honour, Virtue, Conſcience, all exiled ? 
Is there no pity, no relenting ruth, 
Points to the parents fondling o'er their child ? 


The healſome parritch, chief of Scotias food; 

'The dame brings forth, in complimental mood, 

Ta grace the lad, her weel-hained kebbuck fell, 
And aft he's preſs'd and aft he ca's it guid. ; 

© How 'twas a towmond auld, ſin' lint was i' the bell. 

-..- ma 


Then paints the ruin'd maid, and their diſtraftion wild!? 


How Abram was the friend of Gon on high; 


TW 1 


The chearfi” ſupper done, wi” ſerious face, 


They round the ingle form a circle wide ; 


The Sire turns o'er the, with patriarchal grace, 
The big ha” Bible, ance his father's pride: 
His bonnet rev'rently is laid aſide, 
His lyart haffets wearing thin and bare; 


| Thoſe flrains that once did ſweet in Zion glide, 


Ie wales a portion with jud:cious care: 


” And let us worſhip Goo,” he ſays, with ſolemn air. 


They chant their arileſs notes in ſimple guiſe ; 
They tune their hearts, by far the nobleſt aim: 


Perhaps Du ndce's wild warbling meaſures riſe, 


Or plaintive martyrs, worthy of the name; 
Or noble E/gin beats the heav*nward fl ame 


The ſweeteſt far of Scotia's holy lays : 


Compared wich theſe, Italian trills are tame; 
The tickled ears no heart - felt raptures raiſe ; 
Nae uniſon hae they, with our Creator's praiſe 


Ppriell-like father reads the ſacred page, 
» Mof's bade eternal warfare wage 

With Amalck's ungraclous progeny; 

Or how the royal Bard did groaning lie, 

Beneath the firoke of Heav'ns avenging ire ; 

Or Job's pathetic plaint, and wailing g cry; 


Or rapt Lalulis wild ſeraphic fire, 


Or other holy ſcers that tune the ſacred ly re. 


Perhaps 
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Perhaps, the Chriſtian Volume is the theme, 

How guilileſs blood for guilty man was ſhed ; 
How he who bore in heav'n the ſecond name, 
Had not on earth, whereon to lay his head. 
How his firſt followers and ſervants ſped ; 
The precepts ſage they wrote to many a land: 
How he who lone in Patmos baniſhed, 
Saw in the ſun a mighty angel ſtand : 


And heard Great Babylon's doom pronounced by EHecaven's: | {4 


command. 


Then kneeling down to Hzay'x's Erznnar King 


The Saint, the Futher, and the Huſband prays : 
Hope ſprings exu'ting on triumphant wing, 

That thus they all ſhall meet in future days ; 
There, ever baſk in uncreated rays, 

No more to ſigh or ſhed the bitter tear; 
Together hymning their Creator's praiſe, 

In ſuch ſociety, yet ſtill more dear: 


Compared with this how poor religion's pride, 
In all the pomp of method, and of art 
When men diſplay to congregations wide, 
Devotion's ev'ry grace, except the heart / 
The Power incenſed the pageant will deſert, 
The pompous flrain, the facerdotal ftole, 
But haply in ſome cottage far apart, 
May hear well pleaſed the language of the foul 3 
And in his Book of Life the inmates poor enroll. 


Then 


While circling time moves round in an eternal ſphere. | 


Tie! 


39 ] 


Tien home ward all take off their their ſeveral way; 
The youngling cottagers retire to reſt, 
The parent pair their fecret homage pays, 
And proffer up to Heav'n the warm requeſt, 
That He who flills the raven's clam'rous neil, 
And decks the lily fair in ſlow'ry pride, 
Would in the way his wiſdom ſees the beſt, 
For. hem, and for their little ones, provide, 
But chiefly in their hearts with gyous divine re ſide. 


From ſcenes like theſe old, Scotia's grandeur aeg, 
That makes her loved at home, rever'd abroad; 
Princes and lords are but the breath of kings, 

6 An honeſt man's the nobleſt work of God !'* 

And certes in fair Virtue's heav*nly road 

The cottage leaves the palace far behind ; 

What is a lordling's pomp ? a cumb'rous load, 
Difguiſing oft the wretch of human kind, 
Studied in arts of hell, in wickedneſs refined. 


O Scotia ! my dear, my native ſoil! 

For whom my warmeſt wiſh to Heav'n is ſent! 

Long may thy hardy ſons of ruſtic toil, 
Be bleſt with health, and peace, and ſweet content 
And, O! may Heav'n their fimple lives prevents. 
From luxury's contagion, weak and vile! 

Then, howe'er crowns aud coronets be rent. 
A virtuous populace may riſe the while 
Aud ſland a wall of fire around their much-loved iſle, 


O thou} 


t 1 
o thou! who pour'd the patriotic tide, 
That ſtreamed thro? Wallace's undaunted heart: 
Who dared to nobly ſtem tyrannic pride, 
(The patriot's Gop, peculiarly thou art, 
His friend, inſpirer, guardian, and reward !) 
O never, never, Scotia's realm deſert, 
But ftill the Patriot, and the Patriot Bard, 
| 1 
The Modern Courtier. 
RAY fay what's that which ſmirking trips this way. 

1 That powder'd thing, ſo neat, ſo trim, fo gay ? 
Adorn'd with tambour'd veſt, and ſpangled ſword, 
That ſupple ſervile thing ?—O ! that's x Lord! 
You jeſt—that thing a Peer? an Engliſh Peer ? 
Who ought (with head, eſtate, and conſcience clear} 
Either in grave debate, or hardy fight, 
Firmly maintain a free-born people's rigkt : 
Surely thoſe lords were of another breed 
Who met their monarch John at Runnemede 

And, clad in ſleel, there in a glorious hour 

Made the curſt tyrant feel the people's pow'r; 
Made him confeſs, beneath that awful rod, | 
Their voice united is the voice of God. 75 # 
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TS rn 
At once the Moniarch's and the Muſes ſeats, 
Invite my lays. Be preſent, ſylvan maids ! 

Unlock your ſprings, and open all your ſhades. 
|| Cranville commands; your aid, O Muſes, bring! 

| What Muſe for Granville can refuſe to ſing? 

The groves of Eden, vaniſh'd now fo long, 

Live in deſcription, and look green in ſong; 

$ Theſe, were my breaſt inſpir'd with equal flame, 5 
Like them in beauty, ſhould be like in fame. 

Here earth and water ſeem to ſirive again ! 

Not chaos-like, together cruſh'd and bruis d, 

Zut, as the world, harmoniouſly confus'd : 

| Where order in variety we ſee, 

And where, tho? all things differ, all agere... 

| Here waving groves 2 chequer'd ſcene diſplay, 

4 Os and part exclude the day ; — 

| | Val. VI. 2 A | As 


. 
As ſome coy nymph her lover's warm addreſs 
There, interſpers'd in lawns and op'ning glades, 
Thin trees ariſe that ſhun each other's ſhades : 
_ Here in full light the ruſſet plains extend ; 
There, wrapt in clouds, the bluiſh hills aſcend. 
Ex'n the wild heath diſplays her purple dyes, 
And *midit the deſart fruitful fields ariſe, 
That crown'd with tufted trees and fringing corn, 
Like verdant iſles, the fable waſle adorn. 
The waging ander or dhe deftng wan | 
While by our oaks the precious loads are borne, 
And realms commanded which thoſe trees adorn, 
Not proud Olympus yields a nobler fight, 
T ee e 
Where, in their bleſſings, 2. 
See Pan with flocks, with fruits Pomona crown'd ; 
Here bluſhing Flora paints th' enamell'd ground; 
Here Ceres gifts in waving proſpett land, 
And peace and plenty tell, a Stuart reigns. | 
Not thus the land appear'd in ages paſt, 
A dreary deſart, and a gloomy waſte ; 
To ſavage beats and ſavage laws a prey; 
Aud kings mor: furious and ſevere than they; 
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| Whoclaim's the ſkies, diſpeopled air and floods, 
Cities laid walte, they florm'd the dens and caves, 
{For wiſer brutes were backward to be ſlaves). 
What could be free, when lawleſs beaſts ob-y il, 
And ev'n the elements a tyrant ſway'd ? 
In vain kind ſeaſons fwell'd the teeming grain, 
Soft ſhow'rs diſſill'd, and ſuns grew warm in vain 3 
The ſwain with tears his fruſtrate labour yields, 
And famiſh'd dies amidſt his ripen d ficlds. 
What wonder then, a beaſt or ſubject flain | 
Were equal crimes in a deſpotic reign ? 
Both doom ' d alike for ſportive tyrants bled ; 
| But while the ſubje@t flarv'd, the beall was fed, 
Proud Nimrod firſt the blocdy chace began; 
A mighty hunter, and his prey was man; 
Our haughty Norman boaits that barb'cous name, 
And makes his trembling ſlaves the royal game. 
The fields are raviſh'd from itt” induftrious ſwains, 
From men their cities, and from gods their fanes : 
The levell'd towns with weeds lie cover'd o'er ; 
The hollow winds thro' naked temples roar ; 
Round broken columns claſping ivy twin'd ; 
O'er heaps of ruin Raik'd the ſtately hind ; 
The fox obſcene to gaping tombs retires ; 
And ſavage howlings fill the ſacred quires, 
| Aw'd by his nobles, by his commons curſt, 
0 Thb oppreſſor rul'd tyrannic where he durſt; | 
| A 2 Stretch' d 


18 
Stretch'd o'er the poor and church his iron rod, 
And ferv'd alike his vaſſals and his God, 
When ev's the Sazee fpar'd, and bloody Dane, 
The wanton victims of his ſport remain. 
But fee, the man who ſpacious regions gave 
A waite for beaſts, himſelf denied a grave! 
Stretch'd on the lawn his ſecond hope ſurvey, 
At once the chacer, and at once the prey: 
Lo! Rufus, tugging at the deadly dart, 
| Bleeds in the foreſt like a wounded hart. 
Succeeding monarchs heard the ſubjects cries, 
Nor faw diſplea d the peaceful cottage rife, 
| Then gath'cing flocks on unknown mountains fed ; 
O'er ſandy wilds were yellow harveſts ſpread ; 
The foreſts wonder'd at thꝰ unuſual grain, 
And fecret tranſport touch'd the conſcious ſwain. 
Fair Liberty, Britannia's Goddeſs, rears 
Her cheerful head, and leads the golden years. 

Ye vig'rous ſwains! while youth ferments your biood, 
And purer ſpirits ſwell the ſprighily flood, 
Wind the ſhrill horn, or ſpread the waving net. 

And in the new-ſhorn field the partridge feeds, 

| Before his lord the ready ſpaniel bounds, 
Panting with hope, „„ 
But when the tainted gales the game betray, 
Couchꝰ'd cloſe he lies, and meditates the prey: 
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geecure they truſt th* unfalthr al 5214 beſet, 

Till how ring o'er em ſweeps the ſwelling net. 
Thus (if ſmall things we may with great compare) 
When Albion ſends her eager ſons to war, 

Some thoughtleſs town, with eaſe and plenty bleſt, 


| Near, and more near, the eloſing lines invelt ; 


Sudden they ſeize th' amaz'd, defenceleſs prize, 
And high in air Britannia's ſtandard flies. 
See! Se the hooks the whocingyheeticn ſprings, 


Ah! what avail his gloſſy, varying dyes, 
His purple creſt and ſearlet ereſled eyes, 
The vivid green his ſhining plumes unfold, - 
His painted wings, and breaſt that flames with gold! 
Nor yet, when moiſt. Arfturus clouds the ſky, 

The woods and fields their. pleaſing toils deny, 
To piains with well-breath'd beagles we repair, 

And trace the mazes ofthe circling hare 
_ (Beaſts, urg'd by us, their fellow beaſis purſue, 

And learn of man each other to undo): 

Wich flaught'ring guns ih unwearied fowler rores; 
When frofts have vhiten'd all the naked groves; 
Where. doves in fiocks the leafleſs trees o erſhade, 
And lonely woodcocks haunt the wat'ry glade. 

He lifts the tube, and levels with his eye; 
Straight a ſhort thunder breaks the frozen kv + 
Ay 2s, 
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Ott, as in airy rings they ſkim the heath, 
The clam' rous lapwings feel the leaden death ; 
Oft, as the mounting larks their notes prepare, 


They fall, and leave their little lives in air. 
In genial ſpring, beneath the quiv'ring ſhade, 
Intent, his angle trembling in his hand: 

With looks unmov'd he hopes the ſcaly breed, 
Our plenteous ſtreams a various race ſupply : 

The bright-eyed perch, with fins of Tyrian dye; N 
The filver eel, in ſhining volumes roll'd; | 
The yellow carp, in fcales bedropt with gold; 
Swift trouts, diverſified with crimfon flains ; 
And pykes, the tyrants of the wat'ry plains. 
The youth ruſh eager to the ſylvan war, 
Swarm o'er the lawns, the foreſt walks ſurround, 


Th' impatient courſer pants in every vein, 

And pawing ſeems to beat the diftant plain: 

Hills, val-s, and floods appear already. croſs'd, 
And ere he ftarts a thouſand fleps are loft. 

See the bold youth ftrain up the threat'ning ſleep. 
| Ruſh thro? the thickets, down the valleys ſweep, 
Hang o'er their courſers heads with eager ſpeed, 
And earth rolls back beneath the flying ſleed. 
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Let old Arcalia boaſt her amp'e plain, 
Th' immortal huntreſs, and her virgin-trainz 
Nor envy, Windſor! ſince thy ſhades have ſeen 
As bright a Goddeſs, and as chaſte a Queen: 
Wheſe care, like her's, protects the fylvan reign; 
The earth's fairlight, and Empreſs of the main. 
Here too, tis ſung, of old Diana firay'd, 
And Cynthus top forſook for Windſor-ſhade ; 
Here was the ſeen o'er airy waſtes to rove, 
Seek the clear ſpring, or haunt the pathleſs grove; 
Here arm'd with ſilver bows, in early dawn, 
Her buſkin'd Virgins trac'd the dewy lawn. 
Above the reſt a rural nymph was fam'd, 
Thy offspring, Thames! the fair Lodona nam'd 
(Lodona's fate, in long oblivion caft, 
The Muſe ſhall fing, and what the fings ſhall kf). 
Sec cold th Goble rom her yuh be knowey 
| S che yraiih of devine, and the care ; 
A belt her waiſt, a fillet binds her hair; : 
A pointed quiver on. her ſhoulder ſounds, 
It chanc'd, as eager of the chace, th= maid 
Beyond the foreſts verdant limits ſtray d, 
Pan faw and lov'd ; aad burning with deſite, 
Purſued her flight ; her flight increas'd his fire. 
Not half ſo ſwift the trembling doves can fly, 
When the fierce eagle cleaves the liquid y; | 
Net- 
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Nat half fo ſwifily the fierce eagle moves, 

When thro” the clouds he drives the trembling dor es; 

As from the God the flew with furious pace, | 

Or as the God more furious urg'd the chace. 

Now cloſe behind his founding Reps the hears ; 

And now his ſhadow reach'd her as ſhe run, 

His ſhadow lengthen'd by the ſetting ſun ; 

And now his ſhorter breath, with ſultry air, 

In vain on father Thames ſhe calls for aid, 

Nor could Diana help her injur d maid. 

Faint, breathleſs, thus ſhe pray d, nor pray d in vain— 

„ e Oo Oy nn, 
= die extive Gude wing, 8 
She ſaid, and melting as in tears the lay, 

In a ſoft ſilver fiream difſole'd away, 

The filver fiream her virgin coldneſs keeps, 

For ever murmurs, and for ever weeps ; 

And bathes the foreſt. where ſhe rang'd before, 

The headlong mountains and the downward ſkies, 

The wat'ry landſkip of the pendant woods. 

And abſent trees that tremble in the floods ; 


1 
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Iz the clear azure gleam the flocks are ſeen, 


Throꝰ the fair ſcene roll flow the ling ring ſtreams. 


| Then foaming pour along, and ruſh into the Thames. 


Thou, too, great father of the Britiſh floods! 
With joyſul pride furvey*ſt our lofty woods; 


| Where tow'ring oaks their growing honours rear, 


And future navies on thy ſhores appear : 
Not Neptune's ſelf from all her ſtreams receives 
A wealthier tribute than to thine he gives. 


No ſeas ſo rich, ſo gay no banks appear, 


No lake fo gentle, and no ſpring fo clear; | 
Nor Po ſo ſwells the fabling Poet's lays, 


While led along the ſkies his current firays, 
As thine, which viſits Windſor's fam'd abodes, 
To grace the manſion of our earthly Gods ; 
Nor all his ſtars above a luſtre ſhew 


| Like the bright beauties on thy banks below : 


Where Jove, ſubdued by mortal paſſion flill, 
Might change Olympus for a nobler hill. 
Happy the man whom this bright Court approves, 


His fov'reign favours, and his country loves: 


Happy, next him, who to theſe ſhades retires, 
Whom Nature charms, and whom the Muſe inſpires; 
Whom humbler joys of home - felt quiet pleaſe, 


Succeſſive ſtudy, exerciſe, and eaſe. 


He gathers health from herbs the foreſt yields, 
And af their fragrant phiy ſic ſpoils the fields; 


TW Ii 
With chemie arts exalts the min'ral pow'rs, 
And draws the aromatic ſouls of flow'rs : 
Now marks the coutſe of rolling orbs on high; 
O'er figur'd worlds now travels with his eye; 


Conſults the dead, and lives paſt ages o'er; 
Or wand'ring thoughtful in the ſil nt wood, 
Attends the duties of the wiſe and good, 
T' obſerve a mean, be to himſelf a friend, 
To follow nature, and regard his end : 
Or looks on heaven with more than mortal eye, 
Survey the region, and confeſs her home ! 
Such was the life great Scipio once admir'd ; 
Thus Atticus, and Trumbal thus, retir'd. 
Ye ſacred Nine ! that all my foul poſſeſs, 
Whoſe raptures fire me, and whoſe viſions bleſs. 
Bear me, oh bear me to ſequeſter d ſcenes, 
The bow'ry mazes, and ſurrounding greens; 
To Thames 's banks which fragrant breezes fill, 
(On Cooper's Hill eternal wreaths ſhall grow, 


_ While laſts the mountain, or winle Thames hall ou). 


I ſeem thro* conſecrated walks to rove, 

I hear foft mulic die along the grove : | 
Led by the ſound, I roam from ſhade to ſhade, 
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Here his firſi lays majeflic Denham fung ; 
There the laſt numbers flow'd from Cowley's tongue. 
O early loſt ! what tears the river ſhed, 

His drooping ſwans on ev'ry note expire, 
And on his willows hung each Muſe's lyre. 
Since face relendlefs flopp'd their heavenly voice, 

No more the foreſts ring, or groves rejoice ; 

His living harp, and lofiy Denham ſung ! 
But bark! the groves rejoice, the foreſt rings ! 
| Are theſe reviv'd ? or isit Granville ſings ? 
"Tis yours, my Lord, to bleſs our ſoft retreats, 
And call the Muſes to their ancient ſeats; 
To paint-anew the flow'ry ſylvan ſcenes, 

To crown the foreſls with immortal greens, 
Make Windſor hills in lofty numbers riſe. 
And lift her turrets nearer to the ſkies; 

| To fing thoſe honours you deſerve to wear, 
And add new luftre to her filver ſtar. 

Here noble Surrey felt the ſacred rage, 
Surrey, the Granville of a former age: 

Bold in the lifts, and graceful in the dance: 
In the ſame ſhades the Cupids tun'd his lyre, 
To the ſame notes, of love, and ſoft defire ; 

| Then fill'd the groves, as heavenly Mira now. 
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Ok wouldE thou ſing what heroes Windfor bore, 
+ Whatkings firſt breath'd upon her winding ſhore ; 


Or raiſe old warriors, whoſe ador'd remains 
In weeping vaults her hallow'd carth contains : 
With Edward's acts adorn the ſhining page, 


Stretch his long triumphs down thro' ev'ry age. 


Draw monarchs chain'd, and Creſſi's glorious field, 


Then, from her roofs when Verrio's colours fall, 
And leave inanimate the naked wall, 
Still in thy ſong ſhould vanquiſh'd France appear, 
And blecd for ever under Britain's ſpear. 
Here o'er the Martyr King the marble weeps, 


. And, fafl beſide him, once-fear'd Edward fleeps : 


Whom not th* extended Albion gould contain, 
From old Belerium to the northern main, 


And blended lie th* oppreſſor and th' oppreſt l 

Make ſacred Charles's tomb for ever known 
| (Obſcure the place, and uninſcrib'd the tone). 
Oh fact accurs'd ! what tears has Albion ſhed! 


She ſaw her ſons with purple deaths expire, 
Her ſacred domes involv'd in rolling fice, 
A dreadful ſeries of inteſtine wars, 
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Freer 


The grave unites ; where een the great find reſt. 


Heavens ! what new wounds! and how her old have bled! 
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Hail, facred Peace! hail, long- expected days, 
That Thames's glory to the ſtars thall raiſe ! 
Tho' Tyber's flreams immortal Rome behold, 
Tho” foaming Hermus ſwells with tides of gold, 
From Heaven itſelf tho? ſeven-fold Nilus flows, 
And harveſts on a hundred realms beſtows ; 

Loſl in my fame, as in the ſea their ſtreams. 
Let Volga's banks with iron ſquadrons ſhine, 

A nd groves of lances glitter on the Rhine; 

Ler barb'rous Ganges arm a ſervile train; 

Be mine the bleſſings of a peaceful reign ! 

No more my ſons ſhall dye with Britiſh blood 
Red Lber's ſands, or Ilſter's foaming flood : 
Safe on my ſhore each unmoleſled ſwain 

Shall tend the flocks, or reap the bearded grain; 
The ſhady empire ſhall retain no trace 

Of war or blood but in the ſylvan chace ; 

The trumpet ſleep while cheerful horns are blow n, 
And arms employ'd on birds and beafts alone. 
Behold! th' aſcending villas on my fide 

Project long ſhadows o'er the cryſtal tide. 

| Behold | Auguſta's glitt'ring ſpires increaſe, 
And temples riſe, the beattcous works of peace. 

I fee, I fee, where two fair cities bend 1 55 
Their ample bow, a new Whitehall aſcend! 
There mighty nations ſhall enquire their doom, 
The worlds great oracle in times to come; | 


tur 

There bins ſhall ſe, and ſuppliant fates be feen 
Once more to bend before a Britſh queen. 
Thy trees, fair Windfor ! now ſhall leave their 2 

And half thy foreſts ruſh into my floods, | 
Bear Britain's thunder, and her croſs diſplay, 
To the bright regions of the riſing day: | 
Tempt icy ſeas, where ſcarce the waters roll, 
Where clcarer flames glow round the frozen pole; 
Or under ſouthern ſkies exalt their ſails, - 
Led by new flars, and borne by ſpicy gales : 
For me the balm ſhall bleed, the ambet flow, 
The coral redden, and the ruby glow ; 
And Phœbus warm the rip'ning ore to gold, 
The time ſhail come when, free as ſeas or wind, 
Uabounded Thames ſhall flow for all mankind ; 
Whole nations enter wich each ſwelling tide, | 
And ſeas but join the regions they divide; 
Earth's diſtant ends our glory fhail bchold, 
And the new world launch forth to ſeek the old. 
Then ſhips of uncouth form ſhall ſtem the tide, 
And feather'd people crowd my wealthy fide ; 
And naked youths and painted chicfs admire 
Our ſpeech, our colour, and our flrange attire ! 
Oh ſtretch thy reign, fair Peace! from ſhore to ſhoce, 
Till Conqueſt ceaſe, and Slavery be no more; 
Till ine ſreed Indians in their naked groves 
Reap their own fruits, and woo their fable loves; 
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Peru once more a race of kings behold, 
And other Me xicos be roof d with gold. 
Exix d by thee from earth to deepeſt hell, 
In brazen bonds ſhall barb'rous Diſcord dwell ; 
Gigantic Pride, pale Terror, gloomy Care, 
There purple Vengeance bath'd in gore retires, 
Her weapons blunted, and extin& her fires ; 
There hateful Envy her own ſnakes ſhall feel, 
And Perſecution mourn her broken wheel : 
There Faction roar, Rebellion bite her chain, 
And gaſping furies thirſt for blood in vain. 


Here ceaſe thy flight, nor with unhallow'd lays 


Touch the fair fame of Albion's golden days: 
The thoughts of Gods let Granville's verſe recite, 
And bring the ſcenes of ap'ning fate to light: 
My humble Muſe, in unambitious ſtrains, 
Paint the green foreſts and the flow'ry plain, 
Where Peace deſcending bids her olives ſpring, 
And ſcatters bleſſings from her dove-like wing, 
Ev'n I more ſweetly paſs my careleſs days, 
Pleas'd in the filent ſhade with empty praiſe ; 
Enough for me, that to the lif ning ſwains 
Firſt in theſe fields I ſung the ſylvan ſtrains. 
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By THOMAS PARNELL. 


i ha joys, which al affords below, 


ork che fond heart with unperforming ſhow 3 
The wiſh that makes our happier life compleat, 
Nor graſps the wealth nor honours of the great; 
Nor looſely fails on Pleafure's eaſy ſtream, 
Nor gathers wreaths from all the groves of fame; 
Weak man, whoſe charms to theſe alone confine, 


| : Attend my prayer, and learn to make it thine. 


From thy rich throne, where circling trains of light 


Make day that's endleGs, infinitely bright ; 


Thence, heavenly Father ! thence with mercy dart 


| One beam of brightneſs to my longing heart. 
Daun through the mind, drive Error 's clouds away, 
And {bill the rage in Paſſron's troubled ſea; | 


That the poor baniſh' d ſoul, ſerene and free, 


May riſe from earth, to viſit heaven and thee : 


Come, Peace divine! ſhed gently from above, 
Inſpire my willing boſom, wond'rous Love; 
Thy pur pled pinions to my ſhoulders tye, 


And point the paſſage where I want to fly. 
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But whicher, whither now ! what poweefel fre 
With this bleſt influence equals my defire? 
I riſe (or Love, the kind deluder, reigns, . 
And acts in fancy ſuch enchanted ſcenes) ; 
Yet flill methinks the ſpirit bears me on. 
Where trafts of æther purer blue diſplay, 
And edge the golden realm of native day, 
Oh, ſtrange enjoyment of a bliſs unſeen ! 
Oh, raviſhment! Oh, facred rage within! 
Tumultuous pleaſure, rais'd on peace of mind, 
Sincere, exceſhve, from the world refin'd ; 
1 fee the light that veils the throne on high, 
A light unpierc'd by man's impurer eye; 
J hear the words, that iſſuing thence proclaim, 
& Let God's attendants praife his awful name! 
Myſterious ſeat of Majefty divine! 
And hands unnumber d tirike the filver ſtring, 
And tongues unnumber'd Hallelujah fing, 
See, where the ſhining Seraphims appear, 
And fink their decent eyes with holy fear. 
See flights of angels all their feathers raiſe, 
And range the orbs, and, as they ran . they pouils ; 
Behold the great Apoltles, ſweetly met, 
And high on pearls of azure zther ſet. 
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Behold the Prophets, full of heavenly fire, 
With wandering finger wake the trembling lyre ; 
And hear the Martyrs tune, and all around 

The church triumphant makes the region ſound. 
With harps of gold, with bows of ever-green, 
With robes of white, the pious throngs are ſeen ; 


And all is muſic and exceſs of joy. 
Charm'd with the fight, I long to bear a part; 
The pleaſure flutters at my raviſh'd heart. 
If love has warm'd you with celeſtial re, 
Aſſiſt wy words, and, as they move along, 
Wich Hallelujahs crown the burthen'd ſong. 
Father of all above, and all below ! 
O great, and far beyond expreſhon ſo ! | 
No bounds thy knowledge, none thy power confine, 
For power and knowledge in their ſource are thine ; 
Around thee glory ſpreads her golden wing ; 
Son of the Father, firſi-begotten Son! 
The world has ſeen thy works, and joy d to ſee 
The world muſt own thy Love's unfathom'd ſpring 3 
Sing, glittering angels, Hallelujah fing. 
Proceeding Spirit, equally divine, 
In whom the Godhead's full perfections ſhine ! 


With 
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With various graces, comforts unexpre ſs'd, 
Wich holy tranſports you refine the breaft ; 
And earth is heavenly where voir gifts you bring, 
Sing, glittering angels, Fallelujab ſing. 


But where's my rapture, where my wond”rous heat ? 


What interruption makes my bliſs retreat? 

This world's got in, the thoughts of t'other's croſt, 
And the gay picture's in my fancy loſt, 
With what an eager zeal the conſcious ſoul 
Would claim its feat, and, ſoaring, paſs the pole ! 
But our attempts theſe chains of earth reſtrain. 
Deride our toil, and drag us down again. 

| And, rank'd with planets, light the world below, 
But their own bodies fink them in the ſky, 


When the warmth's gone that taught them how to fly, 


— eee — 
THE FRIENDLY CONTEST. 


k Cam and Iſis their ſad tribute bring 
Of rival grief, to weep their pious king, 
The bards of His half had been forgot, 
Had not the ſons of Cam in pity wrote; 
From their learn'd brothers they took off the curſe, 
And prov'd. their yerſe not bad—by writing worſe, 
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GLOVE R'“ LEONID AS. 

Leonidas's Addreſs to his Countrymen. 

— — He alone 

Remains unſhaken. Riſing he diſplays 

His godlike preſence. Dignity and grace 

Adorn his frame, and manly beauty, join'd * 

Wich ſlrength Herculean. On his aſpeQ ſhines 

Sublimeſt virtue, and deſire of fame, 

Where juſtice gives the laurel; in her eye 

The fouls of patriots ; while his brow ſupports 

Undaunted valour, and contempt of death. 


Serene he roſe, and thus addreſs'd the throng : 


Why this aſtoniſhment on ev'ry face, 
Ye men of Sparta! Does the name of death 
Create this fear and wonder ? O my friends ; 


Why do we labour thro' the arduous paths 


Which lead to virtue? Feuitlefs were the toil, 
Above the reach of human feet were plac d 
The diſtant ſummit, if the fear of death 


His blackeſt frowns and terrors he aſſumes. 
To ſhake the firmneſs of the mind, which knows 


That, wanting virtue, life is pain and woe; 
That wanting liberty, ev'n virtue mourns, 
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And looks around for happineſs in vain. 

Then ſpeak, O Sparta, and demand my life; 
My heart exulting, anſwers to thy call, 
And ſmiles on glorious fate. To live with fame 
The gods allow to many; but to die 

With equal luſtre, is a bleſſing Heaven 

Selects from all the choĩceſt boons of fate, 
6 


Leonidas PE to the Perſian Ambaſſudor. 
ETURN to Xerxes ; tell him on this rock 
The Grecians, faithful to their poſt, await 
8 tell him, thou haſt ſeen 
How far the luſt of empire is below. 
A free-born mind: and tell him, to behold 
A tyrant humbled, and by virtuous death 
To ſeal my country's freedom, is a good 
* all his boaſted pow'r can give. 
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Pathetic Farewell of Leonidas to his Wife and 1 
1 I feel thy angu ſh, nor my foul 
Has ever known the prevalence of love, 
E'er prov'd a father's fondnaſs, as this hour: 
Nor, when molt ardent to aſſert my fame, 
Was once my heart inſenſible to thee. 
IIow 
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I How had it ſtain'd the honours of my name 


To heſitate a moment, and ſuſpend 

My country's fate, to ſhameful life preferr'd 

By my inglorious colleagu2 left no choice, 

But what in me were infamy to ſhun, 

Not virtue to accept! Then deem no more 

That, of my love regardleſs, or thy tears, 

I halle uncall'd to death. The voice of fate, 

The gods, my fame, my country, bid me bleed. 
O thou dear mourner ! wherefore ftircams afreſh | 
| That floodof woe ? Why heaves with ſighs renew'd 
That tender breaſt ? Leonidas mult fall. 

Alas! farheavier miſery impends 

O'er thee and theſe, if ſoften'd by thy tears 
I ſhamefully refuſe to yield that breath, 

Which juſtice, glory, liberty, and Heaven 
Claim for my country, for my ſons, and thee. 
Think on my long unalter'd love. Reſlect 

On my paternal fondneſs. Has my heart 

E'er known a pauſe of love, or pious care ? 

Now ſhall that care, that tenderneſs, be prov'd 


| Moſt warm and faithful. When thy huſband dies 


For Lacedzmon's ſafety, thou wilt ſhare, 

Thou and thy children, the diſſuſive good. 
Should I, thus fingled from the reſt of men, 
Alone entruſted by ch immortal gods 
With pow'r to fave a people, ſhould my ſoul 
Deſert that ſacred cauſe, thee too I yield 


To 
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Wessen for thou muſt weep 
With Lacedzmon, muſt with her ſuſlain 
Thy painful portion of oppreſhon's weight. 
Thy ſons behold now worthy of their names, 


In ſhame and bondage, and their youthful hearts 
Beat at the ſound of liberty no more, 

On their own virtue, and their father's fame, 
When he the Spartan freedom hath confirm'd, 
Their country's bulwark, and their mother's joy, 
Grief heard the voice of virtue. No complaint 


The films flee beke. Tho cet Bow : 


Ceas'd for a moment; ſoon again to ſtream. 
For now, in arms before the palace rang'd, 
His brave companions of the war demand 


Too great for utt*rance, intercept her ſighs, 
| And freeze each accent on her fault'ring tongue. 


In ſpeechleſs anguiſh on the hero's breaſt 
She finks. On ev ty fide his children preſs, 


Hang on his knees, and kifs his honour'd hand. 


His foul no longer ſtruggles to confine 
Its ſtrong compunttion. Down the hero's cheek, 
| Down flows the manly ſorrow. Great in woe, 


In 
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Their leader's preſence ; then her griefs renew'd, 
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In graceful tears, when thus, with lified eyes, 
Addrefs'd to Heaven: Thou ever-living Pow'r, 
Look down propitious, fire of gods and men ! 
And to this faithful woman, whoſe deſert 
May claim thy favour, grant the hours of peace. 


And thou, my great forefather, fon of Jove,. 

O Herculus, neglett not theſe thy race! 

But fince that ſpirit I from thee derive, 

Do thou ſupport their virtue! Be they taught, | ; 
And from their father let them learn to die. 


Charadiers of Teridazus and Avians. 


AID the van of Periz was « youth 

Nam'd Teribazus, not for golden ſtores, 
Not for wide paſtures travers'd o'er with herds, 
Wich bleating thouſands, or with bounding fteeds, 
Nor yet for pow'r, nor ſplendid honours fam d. 
Rich was his mind in ev'ry art divine, 


And thro' the paths of ſcience had he walk'd 


The votary of wiſdom. In the years | 
When tender down inveſts the ruddy check, 
He with the Magi turn'd the hallow'd page 
Of Zoroaſter ; then his tow'ring ſoul 
High on the plumes. of contemplation ſoar'd, 
1 And from the lofiy Babylonian fane | 
Val. VI. 232. C Wick 


1 
Wich learn'd Chald:eans trac'd the my ſlic ſphere; 
There number'd o'er the vivid fires that gleam 
Upon the duiky boſom of the night. 
Nor on the ſands of Ganges were unhcard 
The Indian fages from ſequeſter'd pow'rs, 1 
While, as attention wonder d, they diſclos' | 
The pow'rs of nature ; whether in the woods, | 
The fruitful glebe or flow'r, or healing plant. 3 
The limpid waters, or the ambient air, LS: 
Or in the purer element of fire. 
The fertile. plains where great Seſoltris reign'd, 
My ſterious Egypt, next the youth ſurvey'd, = 
From Elephantis, where impetuous Nile "= 2 
| Precipitates his waters to the ſea, 1 
Which far below, receives the ſevenfold 2 | 
Thence o'er th” Ionic coaſt he ſtray d; nor paſs d 4 
Miletus by, which once enraptur'd head. l 4 
The tongue of Thales; nor Priene's walls, * 
Where wiſdom dwelt with Bias; nor the ſeat 
Of Pittacus, along the Leſbian ſhore. 
Here too melodious numbers charm d his ears. 
Which flow'd from Orpheus, and Muſzus old, 
And thee, O father of immortal verſe } 
Mzonides, whoſe flrains thro” ev'ry age 
Time with his own eternal lip ſhall ſing. 
Back to his native Suſa then he turn'd | 
His wand'ring ſteps. His merit ſoon was dear 
To Hyperanthes, generous and good ; 


And 
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And Ariana, from Darius ſprung 


With Hyperanthes, of th' imperial race 
Which rul'd th” ex: ent of Alia, in diſdain 
Of all her greatneſs oft, an humble ear | 
To him would bend, and liſten to his voice, 
Her charms, her mind, her virtue he explur'd 
Admiring. Soon was adiniration chang'd 


I To love, nor lov'd he ſooner than defpair'd, 


But unreveaPd and ſilent was his pain: 

Nor yet in ſolitary ſhades he roam d, 

Nor ſhunn d refort : but o'er his ſorrows caſt 
A ſickly dawn of gladnefs, and in {miles 
Conceal'd his anguiſh; while the ſecret flame 
Rag' d in his boſumn, and its peace conſum'd. 


— — —— 3 | 
Ariana and ow come by Night into the Perfian 
Camp. 
1 fable pomp, with all her ſtarry train, 
The night aſſum'd her throne, Recail'd from var, 
Her long-protratted labours Greece forgets. 
_ Diffolv'd in ſilent flumber ; all but thofe, 
Who watch'd th' uncertain perils of the dark, 
An hundred warriors : Agis was their chief. 
High on the wall intent the hero fat, 
A o'er the ſurface of the tranquil main 
C2 | Along 
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Abong its undulating breaſt the wind 
The various din of Aſia's hoſt convey d, 
In one deep murmur ſwelling in his ear: 
When, hy the ſound of footſleps down the paſs 
Alarm'd, he calls alo:d : What feet are thoſe, 
Which beat the echoing pavement of the rock ? 
With ſpeed reply, nor tempt your inſlant fate. 
He faid, and thus return'd a voice unknown; 
Not with the fect of enemies we come, 
But crave admittance with a friendly tongue. 
The Spartan anſwers : Thro' the midnight ſhade 
What purpoſe draws your wand'ring ſteps abroad ? 


To whom the firanger : We are friends to Greece, 


And to the preſence of the Spartan king 

Admiſhon we implore. The cautious chief 

Of Lacedzmon hefitates again; 

When thus, with accents muſically ſweet, 
A tender voice his wond'ring ears allur d: 

O pen'rous Grecian, liſten to the pray'r 

Of one diſtreſs'd ! whom grief alone hath led 

In this dark hour to theſe victorious tents, 
A wretched woman, innocent of fraud. 


The Greek deſcending thro? th' unfolded gates 


Upheld a flaming brand. One firſt appear'd 
In ſervile garb attr'd ; but near his fide 
A woman graceful and majeſtic ſtood : 
Not with an aſpett rivalling the pow'r 
Of fatal Helen, or the wanton charms 
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Of love's ſoft queen; but ſuch as far excell'd 
» Whate'er the lily blending with the roſe 
Paints on the cheek of beauty, ſoon to fade; 
Such as expreſs'd a mind which wiſdom, 
And ſweetneſs temper'd. virtue's purell light 
Illumining the countenance divine: 

Yet could not ſoothe remorſeleſs fate, nor teach 
Malignant fortune to revere the good ; 
Which oft with anguiſh rends the ſpotleſs heart, 
And oft afſociates wiſdom with deſpair. 

In courteous phraſe began the chief humane : 
Exalted fair, who thus adorn'ſt the night, 
Forbear to blame the vigilance of war, 
And to the laws of rigid Mars impute, 

That I thus long unwilling have delay'd 
| Before the great Leonidas to place 
This your apparent dignity and worth. 
Hie ſpake, and gently tothe lofty tent 

Of Sparta's king the lovely ſtranger guides. 
At Agis' ſummons, with a mant:e broad 

And quits his couch. In wonder he ſurveys 
TY illuſtrious virgin, whom: his preſence au d: 
Her eye ſubmiſſive to the ground inclin d. 
With veneration of the god-like man, | 
| But ſoon his voice her anxious dread diſpell d. 
Benevolent and hoſpitable thus: 

= Thy 
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Thy form alone, thus amiable and great, 
Thy mind delincates, and from all commands 
Supreme regard. Relate, thou noble dame, 
By what relentleſs deſtiny compell'd, 
Thy tender feet the paths of darkneſs tread ; 
Rehearſe th' afllictions whence thy virtue mourns. 
On her wan cheek a ſudden bluſh aroſe, 

And, wrapt in grief, theſe words a paſſage broke: 

If to be moſt unhappy, and to know 

That hope is irrecoverably fled ; | 

If w be great and wretched, may deſerve - 

" Behold, deſcended from Darius loins, 

The afflicted Ariana, and my pray'r 
Accept with pity, nor my tears diſdain ! 
Firfl, that I lov'd the beſt of human race, 

By nature's hand with ev*cy virtue form'd, 

Heroic, wife, adorn'd with ev'ry art, 

Of ſhame unconſcious does my heart reveal, 
This day in Grecian arms conſpicuous clad 
He fought, he fell. A paſhon long conceal'd 
For me, alas! within my brother's arms 
His dying breath reſigning, he diſclos d. 
—— Db I will tay my forrows ! will forbid 
My eyes toitream before thee, and my heart, 
Thus full of anguiſh, will from fghs reftrain! | 


For 
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| For why ſhould thy humanity be griev'd 
With my diſtreſs, and learn from me to mourn 
The lot of nature, doom'd to care and pain! 

. Hear then, O king, and grant my fole requeſt, 


| To ſeek his body in the heaps of flain. 


Thus to the Spartan ſued the regal maid, 
Neſembling Ceres in majeſtic woe, 
| When ſupplicant at Jove's reſplendent throne, 
J From dreary Pluto, and th' infernal gloom, 
Her lov'd and loſt Proſerpina ſhe ſought. 
 Fix'd on the weeping queen with ſtedfaſl eyes. 
| Laconia's chief theſe tender thoughts recall'd : 
Such are thy ſorrows, O for ever dear! 

My everlaſt ing abfeace ! then inclin'd 
His head, and figh'd ; nor yet forgot to charge 


| The Perfian princeſs to attend and aid. 


The Greeks remember'd, where by fate repreſs'd 
His arm firſt ceas d to mow their legions down. ; 
And from beneath a maſs of Perſian flain 


y Soon drew the hero, by his armour known. | 


To Agis' high pavilion they reſort. 
Now, Ariana, what tranſcending pangs 
Thy ſoul involv'd ! what horror claſp'd thy heart ? 
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On the cold breaſt of Teribazus threw 

The grief diſtracted maid. The clotted gore 

' Deform'd her ſnowy boſom. O' er his wounds 

Looſe flow'd her hair, and bubbling from her cyes 

Impetuous ſorrow lav d the purple clay, 

When forth in groans her lamentations broke! 
O torn for ever from my weeping ey es! 

Thou, who defpairing to obtain her heart, 

_ Who then moſt lov'd thee, didſt unumely yield 

Thy life to fate's inevitable dart 

For her, who now in agony unfolds 

Her tender boſom, and repeats her vows 

To thy deaf ear, who fondly to her own 

Now claſps thy breaſt inſenſible and cold. 

Which death's inanimating hand hath chill'd, 

Share in my ſuff rings, and return my fighs ? 

O bitter unſurmountable diſtreſs! 

Lo! onthy breaſt is Ariana bow'd, 

Hangs o'er thy face, unites her cheek to thine, 

Not now toliflen with enchanted ears 

To thy perſuaſive eloquence, no more 5 

Charm'd with the wiſdom of thy copious mind! 
She could no more : invincible deſpair 

Supprefs'd her utt'rance. As a marble form 

Fix'd on the folemn ſepulchre, unmov'd, 

O'er ſome dead hero, whom his country lov'd,, 

| Bends 


5 Ess es WMH £A 


& = Se 
Bends Sk the head with imitated woe: 


So paus d the princeſs o'er the breathleſs clay, 


Drew the grey curtain of the fading Well ; 


Intranc'd in forrow. On the dreary wound. 
Where Dithryrambus' ſword was deepeſt plung'd, 
Mute for a ſpace and motionleſs ſhe gaz'd ; 
Then with a look unchang'd, nor trembling hand, 
Drew forth a poniard, wh:ch her garment veil'd, 
And ſheathing in her heart th' abhorred ſteel, 
On her flain lover ſilent ſinks in death. 
— 2 ———ů— 
On Liberty, and in Proye of Ms. Howard 
_ Cor. 

H could I worſhip aught beneath the ſkies, 
Built by no mercenary vulgar hand, 
With fragrant turf, and flow'cs as wild and fair, 
As ever drefs'd a bank, or ſcented ſummer air, 
Duly as ever on the mountain“ height 

The peep of morning ſhed a dawning light : 

Again, when evening in her ſober veſt 


My foul ſhould yield thee willing thanks and praiſe 
For the chief bleſſings of my faireſt days; 

But that were ſacrilege —praiſe is not thine, 

Zut his who gave thee, and preſerves thee mine: | 
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Elſe I would fay, and as I ſpake bid fly 
A captive bird into the boundleſs ſky, 
This triple realm adores thee—thou art come 
From Sparta hither, and art here at home; 
We feel thy force flill active, at this hour 
Enjoy immunity from prieſily pow'r ; | 
While conſcience, happier than in ancient years, 
Owns no ſuperior but the God ſhe fears, 
Thy rites have ſuffer'd, and our land, too long; 
Teach mercy to ten thouſand hearts that ſhare 
The fears. and hopes of a commercial care: 
Priſons expect the wicked, and were built 
To bind the la wle ſs and to puniſh guilt, | 
But ſhipwreck, earthquake, battle, fire, and flood, 
Are mighty miſchiefs not to be withſtood ; 
And honeft merit ſtands on ſlipp'ry ground, 
Where cover guile and artifice abound : 
Let juſt reſtraint, for public peace deſign'd, 
Chain up the wolves and tigers of mankind ; 
The ſoe of virtue has no claim to thee, 
But let inſolvent innocence go free, 

Patron of elſe the moſt d ſpis d of men, 
Accept the tribute of a ſtranger's pen; 
Verſe, like the laurel its immortal need, 
Should be the guerdon of a noble deed : 
I may aiar:n thee, but I fear the ſhame } 


(Charity choſen as my theme and aim) 
I muſt incur, forgetting Howard's name. 


Bleſt 
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Bleſt with all wealth can give thee — to reſign 
Joys doubly ſweet to feelings quick as thine ; 
To quit the bliſs thy rural ſcenes beſtow, 
To ſeek a nobler amidſt ſcenes of woe; | 
Io traverſe ſeas, range kingdoms, and bring home, 
Nat the proud monumeuts of Greece or Rome, 
But knowledge ſuch, as only dungeons teach, | 
And only ſympathy like thine could reach; 
That grief, ſ:queſter'd from the public ſtage, 
Speaks a divine ambition, and a zeal 
The boldeſt patriot might be proud to feel. 
Oh that the voice of clamour and debate, | 
That pleads for peace till it diſturbs the flate, 
Were huſh'd in favour of thy gen'rous plea, 


bs The * — and Heaven's finile thy c: 


 Epiſtolary Verſes to 8 Eh written i 
the Year, 1756. 
By Mr. Rozexr Lrorp. 
: you know, dear George, I'm none of thoſe 
That condeſcend to write in proſe : 
Inſpir'd with pathos and ſublime, 
_ I always foar—in doggrel rhyme : 
And ſcarce can aſk you how you do, 
Wi bout a jingling line or two. 


Beſides, 
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| Beſides, I always took delight in 
What bears the name of eaſy writing; 
Perhaps the reaſon makes it pleaſe 
1s, that I find 'tis writ with eaſe. 
I vent a notion here in private, 
Which public taſte can ne'er connive at, 
Which thinks no wit or judgment greater 
Than Addiſon and his Spettator ; 
Who ſays (it is no matter where, 
But that he ſays it I can ſwear) a 
With eaſy verſe molt bards are ſmitten, 
| Becauſe they think it's eaſy written; 
Whereas the eaſier it appear, 
The greater marks of care it wears; 
Of which to give an explanation, 
Take this by way of illuſtration, 
The fam'd Mat. Prior, it is ſaid, 
Oft bit his nails, and ſcratch'd his head, 
And chang'd a thought a hundred times, 
Becauſe he did not like the rhymes : 
To make my meaning clear, and pleaſe ye, 
In ſhort, he labour'd to write eaſy. 
And yet no Critic e'er defines 
His poems into labour'd lines. 
| Thavea fimile will hit him; 
His verſe, like clothes, was made to fit him; 

Which (as no taylor e er denied) 
The better fit the more they're tried. 


Though 
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Though I have mention'd Prior's name, 
Think not I aim at Prior's fame. 
TTis the reſult of admiration 
To ſpend itſelf in imitation 
If imitation may be ſaid, 
Which is in me by nature bred, 
And you have better proofs than theſe, 
That I'm idolater of Eaſe. 3 

Who but a madman would engage 
A Poet in the preſent age ? 
Write what we will, our werks befpeak us 
Imitatores, ſervum Pecus. 
Tale, Elegy, or loſty Ode, 
We travel in the beaten road. 
Nil dictum, quod non diftum prius. 
Ts, that twas ſaid an age ago, 
Ere Milton ſoar'd in thought ſublime, 
Ere Pope refin'd the chink of chyme, 
Exe Colman wrote in ſty le fo pure, 
Or the great Two the Connoiſſeur ; 
Ere I burleſqu'd the rural cit, 
Proud to hedge in my ſcraps of wit; 
And, happy in the cloſe connection, 


_- acquire ſome name from their reſlefton ; 


So (the fimul.tude is trite) 
The moon ſtill ſhines with borrow'd light ; 3 
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And, like the race of modern beaux, 
Ticks with the ſun for her lac'd clothes. 

Methinks there is no better time 
To ſhew the uſe I make of rhy me, 
Than now, when I, who from beginning 
Was always fond of couplet-finning. 
Preſuming on good- naturc's ſcore, 
Thus lay my bantling at your dor. 

The firlt advantage wiict I fe, 
Is, that I rambic looſe and free : 
The be indeed full oft complains 
That ry ms are fetters, links, and chains 
And, win ke wants to leap the fence, 
Still keeps him pris'ngr to the ſenſe. 
Howe'cr in common- place he rage, 

ny me's like your fetters on the ſtage, 
Which when the player once hath wore, 
It makes him only {trut che more, 
While, raving in pathetic ſtrains, 
He ſhakes his legs to clank his chains, 

'From rhyme, as from a handſome face, 
Nonſenſe acquires a kind of grace; 
I chere fore give it all its ſcope, 
That ſenſe may unperceiv'd elope. 
So Nm rs of baick tricks 
(1 love a fling at politics) 
Amule the nation, court, and king, 


Wich breaking F—kes, and hanging Byng; 


And 


9 } . 
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An! mace each puny rogue a ptey, 


White ther, the greater, flink awaye 


Ts nn! * Fats woitld it Ke, 
If raict'd with * OR more allke; 
Ihen talc itdich'd a fecond time 


In Prior's Ease, and my Sublime. 


Jay, did you never chance to meet 


A mob of people in the ſtreet. 
Ready to give ihe robb'd relief. 
And all in hats to catch a thief; 


While the ſly ro zue, who filch'd the prey, 


Too cloſe beſet to run away, 


Stop thief! flop thief! exclaims aloud, 
And lo efcapes among the crowd ? 
So Miniſters, &c. - 

O England, how I mourn thy fate! 


For ſure thy loſſes now are great; 


Two ſuch what Briton can endure, 
Minorca, or the Connoiſſeur ! 
 To-day®, or e'er the ſun goes down, 


Will die the Cenſor, Mir. Town ! 


Da 


— 


Ile 


* September go'h, 1756, when Mr. Town, author 


of the Connoiſſeur, a periodical E Fay (fince publifhed 
in four volumes, frinied for R. Baldwin, London), 
took leave of lis readers, 


line. 


with an humorons account of 
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He dies, whoc er takes pains to con him, 
Wich bluſking honours thick upon him 3 
O may his name theſe verſes ſave, 
Be theſe inſcrib'd upon his grave! 
*® Know, Reader, that on Thurſday died, 
The Connoiſſeur, a Suicide! 
% Yet think not that his ſoul is fled, | | 
„ Nor rank him 'mongſt the vulgar dead, Mo 
« Howe er defuntt you ſet him down, 3 
4 He's only going out of Town.” 


— jñe. — 
ON CONTENT. 1 
JF i not youth can give content, 9 
Nor is it wealth's decree ; 18 0 
It is a gift from Heaven ſent, 1 0 
Tho' not to thee or me. 1 
It is not in the Monarch's crown, 
Tho” he'd give millions fort: 
It dwells not in his Lordſhip's frown, 
Or waits on him to court, 
It is not in a coach aud fix, 
It is not in a garter; - f 
*Tis not in love or politics, | 
But "us in Hodge the carter. E 
| | Feng 
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Vent Creator Spiritus, parat hraßed. y 
DxyDptx. 


FYREATOR Spirit, by whoſe aid 
The world's foundations firſt were laid, 
Come viſit ev ry pious mind; 
Come pour thy joys on human kind ; 
From fin and ſorrow ſet us free, 
And make thy temples worthy thee, 
O ſource of uncreated light, 

Tie father's promis'd Paraclete ! 
Thrice holy fount, thrice holy fire, 

Our hearts with heavenly love inſpire ; 
Come, and thy ſacred unction bring 
To ſanctify us, while we fling. 

Plenteous of grace, deſcend from high, 
Rich in thy ſevenfold energy! 
Thou flrength of his Almighty hand, 
Whoſe pow'r does heaven and earth command. 
Proceeding Spirit, our defence N 


VM ho doll the gift of tongues diſpenſe, 
And crow n'ſt thy gift with eloquence! 

Refine and purge your earthly parts; 
But, oh, mflame and fire our hearts! 
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Submit the ſenſes to the ſoul ; 
And when rebellious they are grown, 
Then lay thy hand, and hold them down. 

Chaſe from our minds th” infernal foe, 
And leſt our feet ſhould ſtep aſtray, 
ProteRt and guide us in the way. 

Make us eternal truths receive, 
And practice all that we believe: 
Give us thyſelf, that we may ſee 
The Father and the Son, by thee, 
Immortal honour, endleſs fame, 
Attend the Almighty Father's name : 
The Saviour Son be glorified, 
Who for loſt man's redemption died ; 
And equal adoration be, 
Eternal Paraclete, to thee ! 


Diſcord's Houſe. 
ARD by the gates of hell her dwelling is, 


There whereas all plagues and harmes abound» 


Wh ch puniſh wicked men, that walk amiſs : 
It is a darkſome delve farre under ground, 
Wich thornes and barren brakes environd round, 
| That none the fame way may out-win; 

| Yet many ways to enter may be found, 


Buz 


is 
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But none to iſſue forth when one is in; 
For diſcord harder is to end than to begin. 


And all within the riven walles were hung 


With rugged monuments of times fore · paſt, 


Of which, the fad cffe& of diſcord ſung : 
There were rent robes, and broken ſcepters plac't; 
Altars defil'd, and holy things defac't 


1 Diſhevered ſpears, and ſhields y torne in twaine, 
Great cittys ran ſackt, and ſtrong caſtles ras't, 


Nations captived, and huge armies flaine : 
Of all which ruines there ſome reliques did remaine. 


There was the ſigne of antique Babylon, 


Of fatal Thebes, of Rome that raigned long, 


Of facred Salem, and fad Ilion, | 


For memory of which, on high there hong 


The goldcn apple (cauſe of all their wrong) 
| For which the three faire goddeſſes did ſtrive: 


There alſo was the name of Nimrod ſtrong, 


Of Alexander, and the princes five, 


Which ſhar'd to them ile ſpoiles which he had got alives 


And there the reliques of the drunken fray, 


The which amongſt the Lapithees befell, 


And of the bloody feaſt, which ſent away 
So many centaurs drunken ſouls to hell, 


That under great Alcides' furie fell: 


And of the dreadful diſcord, which did drive 
The noble Argonauts to out- rage fell, 


a 
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That each of life ſought other to deprive, 


All inindiefs of the golden-fleece which made them * 


And eke of private perſons many moe, 
That were too long a worke to count them all; 
Some of ſworne friends, that did their faith forgoe ; 
Some of borne brethren, prov'd unnatural ; 
Some of deare lovers, foes perpetual ; 
Witneſs their broken bands there to be ſeen, 
Their girlonds rent, their bowres diſpoiled all; 
The monuments whereof there byding been, 
As piaine as at the firſt, when they were fre ſh and green. 
Such was the houſe within; but all without 
The barren ground was full of wicked weeds, 
Which ſhe herſelf had ſowen all about, 
Nou growen great, at firlt of litile ſeedes, 
The ſeeds of evil words, and factious deedes ; 
Which when to ripeneſo due they growen are, 
Bring forth an infinite increaſe, that breedes 
Tumultuous trouble, and contentions jarre, 


The which moſt often end in blood-ſhed and in warte. 


And thoſe ſame curſed ſeeds do alſo ſerve 
To her for bread, and yield a living food: 
For life it is to her, when others ſterve 
Through miſchievous debate, and deadly feood, 
That {he may ſuck. their life, and drink their blood, 
With which ſhe from her childhood had been fed, 
For ſhe at firſt was born of hell:ſh brood, 
And by infernal furies nour:flicd, 
That by her monſtrous ſkape m:git cafily be read, 
Her 


* 
. 
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Uer face moſt foule and filthy was to ſee, 


Wich ſquinted eyes contrary ways extended, 


And loathly mouth, unmeet a mouth to be; 
That nought but gall and venim comprehended, 


And wicked words that God and man offended : 


Her lying tongue was in two parts divided, 

And boch the parts did ſpeak, and both contended $ 
And as her tongue, fo was her heart decided, 
Als as ſhe double ſpeake, ſo heard ſhe double, 


With matchleſs eares deformed and diſtort, 


Fil'd with falſe rumours, and ſeditious trouble, 
Bred in aſſemblies of the vulgar ſort, 


That fhllare led with every light report. 


And as her eares, ſo eke her feete were odde, 


And much unlike; th' one long, the other ſhort, 


And both miſplac't ; that when th” one forward gode, 
The other back retired, and contrary trode, 


| Likewiſe unequal were her handes twaine: 
That one did reach, the other puſht away : 

The one did make, the other mar'd againe, 

And ſought to bring all things unto decay; 


Whereby great riches, gathered many a day, 


She in ſoft ſpace did often bring to nought, 
And their poſſeſſours often did diſmay. 
For all her ſtudy was, and all her thought, 
How ſhe could overtkrowe the thing that concord 
wrought, So 
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So much her malice did her might ſurpaſs, 
That even th* Almighty ſelf the did maligne, 
Becauſe to man ſo merciful he was, 
And unto all his creatures ſo benigne, 
Sith the her ſelf was of his grace indigne : 
For all this world's faire workmanſhip ſhe tride, 
Unto his laſt confuſion to bring 
And that great golden chain quite to divide, 
With which it bleſſed concord hath together tide, 


| Report of an adjudged Caſe, not to be found in any of 


the Books. Cow ER. 
———— Noſe and eyes a lirange contefl aroſe, 
be ſpectacles ſet them unhappily wrong; 
The point in diſpute was, as all the world knows; 
To which the ſaid ſpectacles ought to belong. 


So the tongue was the lawyer, and argued the cauſe 
Wich a great deal of ſkill, and a wig full of learning; 
W hile chief baron Ear ſat to balance the laws, 
So fam'd for his talent in nicely difccrning. 
In behalf of the Noſe, it will quickly appear, 
And your lordſhip, he ſaid, will undoubtedly find, 
That the Noſe has had ipettacles always in wear, 
Which amounts to poſſeſſion time out of mind. 


Then 


. 


_ 
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Then holding the ſpectacles up to the court— — 


' Your lordſhip obſerves they are made with a — 


| as wide 5 the ridge of the Noſe is; in thort, 


Deſign'd to lit cloſe to it, jult like a alle. 


Again would your lordthip a moment ſuppoſe 


Tis a cafe that has happen'd, and may be again) 
That the viſage or countenance had not a Noſe, 
Pray who would or who could wear ſpectacles then? 


| On the whole u appears, and my argument ſhews, 
Wich arcaſoning the court will never condemn, 


That the ſpectacles plainly were made for the Noſe, 
. And the Noſe was as plainly intended for them. 


| Then ſhifting his ſide, as a lawyer knows how, 
He pleaded again in behalf of the Eyes; 


But what were his arguments few people know, 


For the court did not think they were equally wiſe; 
8o his lordſhip decreed, with a grave ſolemn tone, 
| Deciſive and clear, without one if or but— 
| That whenever the Noſe put his ſpectacles on, 
By day-light or candle-light—Eyes ſhould be ſhut; 


[4] 
The Revenge of America 


_— Cortez furious legions flew 
O'er ravag d fields of rich Peru, 
Struck wich his bleeding people's woes, 
Old India's awful genius roſe: 
He fat on Andes“ topmoſt ſtone, 
And heard a thouſand nations groan ; 
For grief his feathery crown he tore. 
To fee huge Plata foam with gore; 
He broke his arrows, ſtamp'd the ground, 
To view his cities ſmoaking round. 
What woes, he cried, hath luſt of gold 
O'er my poor country widely roll'd ! 
Plund'rers proceed! my bowels tear, 
But ye ſhall meet deſtruction there. 

From the deep-vaulted mine hall riſe 
Th' infatiate fiend, pale Avarice ; 
Whoſe fleps ſhall trembling Juſtice fly, 
Peace, Order, Law, and Amity ! 

I fee all Europe's children curſt 

With lucre's univerſal thirſt: 
The rage that ſweeps my ſons away 

My baneful gold ſhall well repay. 


THE | 
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THE CHOICE OF HERCULES. 
From the Greek of Prodicus. 


— 


By BISHOP LOWTH. 


i 


None had the fon of Jove, mature, attain'd 

The joy ful prime; when youth, elate and gay, 
Steps into life, and follows unreſtrain'd 

Where paſſion leads, or prudence points the way. 


In the pure mind, at thoſe ambiguous years, 


Or vice, rank weed, firſt lrikes her poir nous wr 
Or haply virtue's op'ning bud appears 
- By juſt degrees, fair bloom of faireſt fruit y 


| For, ifon youth's untainted thought impreſt, 


The gen'rous purpoſe fill ſhall warm the were Oe breaſt. 


As on 2 day, refleing on his age 


For higheſt deeds now ripe, Alcides ſought 


Retirement, nurſe of contemplation ſage, 
| 


Step following ſtep, and thought ſucceeding thouglu; 
| Mufing, with ftcady pace the youth purſued 
His walk, and loſt in meditation ſtray d 

Far in a lonely vale, with ſolitude 


E Converſing; while intent his mind ſurvey'd 


| The dubious path of life: before him lay, 
| Here virtue's rough aſcent, there pleaſure's flow'ry way. 
Vol. VI. 2a. E _ 
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Much did the view divide his wav'ring mind: 


Now glow d his breaſt with gen rous thirſt of "Wang 


Nov love of eaſe to ſofter thoughts inclin'd 
His yielding ſoul, and quench'd the riſing flame : 
When, lo! far off two female forms he ſpies; 
Direct to him their ſleps they ſeem to bear; 
Both large and tall, exceeding human fize ; 
Graceful, yet each with diffrent grace they move ; 
This flriking facred awe ; that, fofter winning love. 


The firſt in native dignity ſurpaſs d; 

Artleſs and unadorn'd ſhe pleas'd the more; 
_ Health o'er her looks a genuine luſtre caſt; 

A veſt mave white thas new-falles faow the were: 
Auguſt the trod, yet modeſt was her air; 

Serene her eye, yet darting heavenly fire, 
Still ſhe drew near; and nearer ſtill more fair, 

More mild, appear'd : yet ſuch as might inſpire 
Pleaſure corrected with an awful fear ; 
 Majeſtically ſweet, and amiably ſevere, 


The other dame ſeem'd even of fairer hue; 
But bold her mien, unguarded rov'd her eye, 
And her fluſh'd checks confefs'd at nearer view 
The borrow'd bluſhes of an artful dye. 


All 


Le 


- 
©; 
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All ſoft and delicate, with airy ſwim 


| Lightly the danc'd along: her robe betray'd 


Throꝰ the clear texture every tender limb, 
Height'ning the charms it only ſee:n'd to ſhade : 


| And a i flow'd adown, fo looſe and thin, 


Her ſtature ſhew'd more tall, more ſnowy white her ſkin , 


| Ofi witha finile the view'd herſelf aſkance ; 


Foc en hes thode > confine lock the üben: 


Then all around her call a careleſs glance, 


To mark what gazing eyes her beauty drew. 
As they came near, before that other maid 
Approaching decent, eagerly ſhe prefs'd 


Wich haſly fizp ; nor of repulle afraid, 


With freedom bland the wond' ring youth addreſs d; 
Wich winning fondneſs on his neck fie hung; 
Sweet as the honey -dew flow 4 her enchanding * 


6 3 Hercules, ann this unk ind delay 
Dear youth, what doubts can thus diſtract thy mind 5 | 


| Securely follow where I lead the way, 


And range thro* wilds of plearure unconfin 4. 


| With ne retire from uoife, and pain, and care, 


Embath'd in bliſs, and wrapt in endleſs eaſe : 
Rough is the road to fame, thru” blood and war: 
Smooth is my way, and all my paihs are peace. 
Wich me retire, fio:u tolls and perils free, 
Leave honour to the wretch ! pleaſures were ma le for thee, 
Es Then 
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Then will J grant thee all thy ſoul's defire 3 
All that may charm thine car, and pleaſe thy ſight; 
All that the thought can frame, or wiſh require, 
To ſteep thy raviſh'd fenſes in delight : 
The ſumptuous feaſt, enhanc'd with muſic's ſound, 
Fitteſt to tune the melting foul to love, 
Rich odours, breathing choiceſt ſweets around ; 
The fragrant bow*r, cool fountain, ſhady grove; 
Freſh flou ts to flrew thy couch, and crown thy head: 
Joy ſhall attend hy fleps, and eaſe ſhall Gnooth thy bel. 


Theſe will I freely, conflantly ſupply, 


Pleaſures not earn'd with toil, nor mix'd with woe; | 


Far from thy reſt repining want ſhall fly, 

_ 2 

Let che laborious hind ſubdue the foil ; 

Leave the raft: ſoldier ſpoils of war to win, 
Won by the ſoldier thou ſhalt ſhare the ſpoil : 
Neu pleaſures toinvent, to wiſh, and to enjoy. 


Her winning voice the youth attentive caught; 
He gaz'd impatient on the ſnuling maid ; 
Still gaz d and liſten'd ; then her name beſought : 
« My name, fair youth, is Happineſs,” ſhe ſaid: 
« Well can my friends this envied truth maintain; 


They 


— F 


WM 
They ſhare my bliſs, they beſt can ſpeak my praiſe : 
Tho' Slander call me Sloth {detraction vain !) 
Heed not what Slander, vain detracter, fays ; 
Slander, ſtill prompt true merit todefame, 
To blot ihe JOG worth, and blalt the faireſt name. 


. By this arriv'd the fair majeſtic maid ; 


She all the while, with the fame modeſt pace, 


Compos d advanc'd : „ Know, Hercules,“ ſhe ſaid 
With manly tone, thy birth of heavenly race: 
Thy tender age, that lov'd inftcuftion's voice, 


Promis d thee generous, patient, brave, and wiſe ; 
When manhood ſhould confirm thy glor:ous choice, 
Now expetiation waits to fee thee riſe, 
Riſe, youth! exalt thyſelf and me; approve 
Thy high deſcent from heaven, and dare be worthy Jove, 


But what truth prompts, my tongue ſhall not diſguiſe: 

Tic teep aſcent muſt be with toil ſubdued ; 
Wacking and cares muſt win the lofty prize 

Propos'd by Heaven true bliſs and real good. 
Honour rewards the brave and bold alone; 

She ſpurns the timorous, indolent, and baſe: 
Danger and toil ſtand ſtern before her throne, 

And guard (ſo Jove commands) the ſacred place: 
Who ſeeks her mult the mighty colt ſuſlain, 


Aud pay the price of fame—labour, and care, and pain, 


E 3 ex Wouldſt 
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Wouldfi thou engage the gods peculiar care? 

O Hercules, th' immortal pom rs adore ! 

Wich a pure heart, with ſacrifice, and pray'r 
Attend their altars, and their aid implore. 

Or, would'ft thou gain thy country's loud appiauſe, 
Lov'd as her father, as her god ador'd? 

Be thou the bold aſſerter of her cauſe ; 

Her voice in council, in the fight her ſword : 

In peace, in war, purſue thy country's good ; 

For her bare thy bold breaſt, and pour thy generous blood, 


Wouldſt thou, to quell the proud and lift th* oppreſt, 
In arts of war and matchleſs ſtrength excel? 
Firſt conquer thou thyſelf : to caſe, to reſt, 
To each ſoft thought of pleaſure, bid farewel. 
The night alternate, due to ſweet repoſe, 

In watches wafte : in painful march, the day: 
Congeal'd amidft the rigorous winter's ſnows, 
Scorch'd by the ſummer's thirſt-inflaming ray. 

Thy harden'd limbs ſhall boaſt ſuperior might : 
Vigour ſhall brace thine arm, refiftleſs in the fight.” 


% Hear' fl thou what monſlers then thou muſt engage ? 
What dangers, gentle youth, ſhe bids thee prove?“ 
Abrupt ſays Sloth)—“ Ill fit thy tender age 
Tumult and wars, fit age for joy and love, 
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Turn, gentle youth, to me, to love, and joy! 
To theſe I lead : no monſters here ſhall ſtay 
Thine eaſy courſe ; no cares thy peace annoy ; 
I lead to bliſs a nearer, ſmoother way: 
Short is my way, fair, eaſy, ſmooth, and plain : 
Turn, gentle youth—with me eternal pleaſures reign.” 


What pleaſures, vain miſtaken wretch, are thine ?** 
(Virtue with ſcorn replied) © who fleep ſt in eaſe 
Inſenſate ; whoſe ſoft limbs the toil decline | 

That ſeaſons bliſs, and makes enjoyment pleaſe : 
Draining the copious bowl ere thirſt require: 

Feeaſting ere hunger to the fealt invite; 

Vet nature loaths, and you employ in vain 
Variety and art to conquer her diſdain, 


The ſparkling nedtar, cool'd with ſummer ſnows. 
The dainty board with choiceſt viands ſpread. 
| To thee are talteleſs all! fincere re poſe 
Flies from thy flow'ry couch and downy bed. 
For thou art only tir' d with indolence : 
| Nor is thy ſleep with toil and labour bought, 
| Thi imperfett fleep, that lulls thy languid ſenſe 
1 In dull oblivious interval of thought ; 
l That kindly ſteals th' inactive hours away 
From the long ling'ring ſpace, that lengthens out the day. 
_ From 


C13 


From bounteous nature's unexhaulted ſlores. 
 Fiows the pure fountain of ſincere delights : 
Averſe to her, you waſte the joyleſs hours; 

Sleep drowns thy days, and riot rules thy nights. 
Immortal tho” thou art, indignaat Jove 


Hurl'd thee from head en, th' immortals bliſs ful place, { 


For ever baniſh'd from the realms above, 

To dwell on earth with man's degenrate race : 
Fitter abode ! on earth alike diſgrac'd ; : 
Rejetted by the wiſe, and by the fool embrac'd. 


Fond wretch, that vainly weeneſt all delight 

To gratify the ſenſe, referv'd for thee ! 

| Yet the moit pleaſing object to the fight, 

Thine own fair aftion, never didſi thou ſce. 

Tho' lull'd with ſofter ſounds thou lieft along, 
Soft muſic, warbling voices, melting lays ; 

Ne'er didſt thou hear, more ſweet than ſweeteſt ſong 
Charming the foul, thou ne'er didft hear thy praiſe ! 

No—to thy revels let the fool repair; 

To ſuch go ſmooth thy ſpeech, and ſpread thy tempting 

ſnare. 


Valt happineſs enjoy thy gay allies ! 
A youth of follies, an oid age of cares ; 
Young yet enervate, old yet never wiſe, 
Vice waſtes their vigour, and their mind impairs. 


Vain 


v 


© 
Vain, idle, delicate, in thoughtleſs eaſe. 
Referving woes for age, their prime they ſpend 1 
All wretched, 1 in the evil days, 
With ſorrow to the verge of iife they tend. 
Griev'd with the preſent, of the paſt atham'd, | 
They live and are deſpis'd; they die, nor more are nam d. 


But with the gods, and godlike men, I dwell ; 
Me, his ſupreme delight, th'Almighty Sire 
Regards well pleas d: whatever works excel, 
All, or divine or human, I inſpire, 
Counſel with ſtrength, and induſtry with art, 
In union meet conjoin'd, with me refide : 
My dictates arm, inſtruct, and mend the heart, 
| The ſureſt policy, the wiſeſt guide. 
Wich me true friendſhip dwells : ſhe deigns to bind 
Thoſe generous fouls alone, whom I before have join'd, 


Nor need my friends the various collly feaſt ; 
Hunger to them th' effects of art ſupplies ; 
Labour prepares their weary limbs to reſt ; 
| Sweet is their ſleep; light, chearful, ERS erp riſes 
Thro? health, thro? joy, thro” pleaſure, and renown | 
They tread my paths; and by a ſoft deſcent 
At length to age all gently finking down, 
Look back with tranſport on a life well ſpent; 
In which no hour flew unimprov' d away; 


In which ſome gen'rous * dilliuguiſh ev ry day. 
And 
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And when, the deſlin'd term at lengths complete, 
Their aſhes reſt in peace, eternal fame 
Sounds wide their praiſe: triumphant over fate, 
In facred ſong for ever lives their name. 
This, Herculus, is happineſs ! obey 
My voice, and live: let thy celeſtial birth 
Lift andenlarge thy thoughts : behold the way 
That leads to fame, and raiſes thee from earth 
Immortal! Lo, I guide thy ſteps. Ariſe, 
— amres) ara. and claim thy native ſkies,” 


Wan foe neck; and impart 

| New vigour to his foul, that ſudden caught 
The generous flame : with great intent his heart 
The miſt of error from his eyes diſpell'd, 
| Thro' all her fraudful arts, in cleareſt light, 
Sloth in her native form he now beheld ; 
_ Unveil'd the ſtood confeſs'd before his fight : 
Falſe Siren !— All her vainted charms, that ſhone 
So freſh erewhile and fair, now wither'd, pale, and gone. 


No more the roſy bloom in ſweet diſguiſe 

Maſks her diſſembled looks; each borrow'd grace 

Leaves her wan cheek; pale ſickneſs clouds her eyes 
Lieid and ſunk, and pailions dim her face, | 

As 


© 77 
As when fair Iris has awhile difplay'd 
Her wat'ry arch, with gaudy painture gay, 
While yet we gaze the glorious colours fade, 
And from our wonder gently ſteal away: 
| Where ſhone the beauteous phantom erſt ſo bright, 
Now low'rs the low-hung cloud, all gloomy to the fight, 


But Virtue, more engaging, all the while | 
Diſclos'd new charms, more lovely, more ſerene. 
Beaming ſweet influence: a milder ſmile 
|  Soften'diheterrors of her lofty mien. 
& Lead, goddeſs; I am thine!” tranſported cried 
Alcides ; © O propitious pow'r, thy way 
Teach me! poſſeſs my foul ! be thou my guide: 
From thee oh never, never let me ſtray !”* 
While ardent thus the youth his vows addreſs d, 
With all the goddeſs fill'd, already glow'd his breaſt. 


The heavenly maid with ſlrength divine endued 
His daring foul ; where all her pow'rs combin'd 2 
Firm conſtancy, undaunted fortitude. 
Enduring patience, arm'd his mighty mind. 
Unmov'd in toils, in dangers undiſmay'd, 
By many a hardy deed and bold emprize, 
From fierceſt monſters, thro” her pow'rful aid, 
He freed the earth ! thro? her he gain'd the ſkies, 
*Twas virtue plac'd him in the bleſt abode ; 
Crown'd with eternal youth, among the gods a god. 


On a Goldfinch flarved to Death in his Cage. 


Co wr. 


IME was when I was free as air, 
= The chiſtle's downy ſeed my fare, 
My drink the morning dew ; 
I perch'd at will gn ev'ry ſpray, 
My form genteel, wy plumage gay, 
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| But gaudy plumage, Fprightly ein 
And form genteel, were all in vain, 

And of a tranſient dates 

For caught and cag' d, and ftary'd todeaths 
In dying ſighs my little breath 

Soon paſs'd the wiry grate. 


Thanks, gentle ſwain, for all my woes, 
And cure of ev'ry ill! 

More cruelty could none expreſs ; 

And I, if you had ſhewn me lefs, 
Had been your pris'ner ſtill. 
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THE 


CASTLE OF INDOLENCE. 


- os » 


By FAMES THOMSON. 


— 


CANTO 1. 
The Caſtle high of Indolence, 
And its falſe luxury, 
Where for a little time, alas ! 

| ** 

I. 


MORTAL Man ! nn 
Do not complain of this thy hard eſtate; 
That like an emmet thou mult ever moil, 

Is a ſad ſentence of an ancient date : 


| And, certes, there is for it reaſon great ; 
| | Wthouten that would come an heavyer bale, 


With woody hill o'er hill encompaſs'd round, 
Anoſtenchanting wizard did abide, | 
Than whom a fiend more fell is no where found. 


hay: I ween, ad as 


And 


SF 
And there a ſeaſon atween June and May, 
Half prankt with ſpring, with ſummer half imbrown'd, | 
A liflle!s elimate made, where, ſooth to fav, 
No living wis't could work, ne cared cven for play. 
| III. 
Ves nought around but images of reſt, „ 
And flowery beds that flumbrous influence keſt 
From poppies breath'd, and beds of pleaſant green, 
Where never yet was creeping creature ſeen. 
And hurled every where their waters ſheen, 
That, as they bicker'd thro* the ſunny glade, 
IV. 


| Join'd tothe prattle of the purling rills, 

Were heard the lowing herds along the vale, 
And flocks loud- bleating from the diſtant hills, 
And vacant ſhepherds piping in the dale; 

And now and then ſweet Philomel would wail, 
Or lock doves plain amid the foreſt deep, 

That drowſy cuſlled to the ſig ning gale ; 

And ſtill a coil the graſnopper &'4 keep; 

Yet all theſe ſounds yblent inclined all to ſleep. 


V. 


* Fall in the pallage of the vale, above, 
A ſable, filent, folemn, forcſt ſtood, 


4 Where nought but ſhadowy forms was feen to move, 
As Idlefs fancy d in her dreaming mood; 
4 And up the hills, on either hid:, a woud 


Of blackening pines, ay waving to and fro, 

Sent furth a {{:epy horror thro” the blood; 
| And where this valley winded out, below, 3 

The murmurirg main was heard, and fcarcely heard to low 


VI. 


A Mleafing la land asl it was, 
Of Dreams that wave before the half- hut eye, 
— And of gay Caſlles in the cloud that paſs, 
I Tor ever fluſhing round a ſummer ſky ; 
There eke the ſoft Delights, thac witchingly 
| Inflil a wanton ſweetneſs thro? the breaſt, 
And the caim Pleaſures, always hover d nigh ; 
But whate'er ſmack'd of ucy ance or unreſt 
Was far, far off expell'd from this delicious neft-. 
; vn. 1 
The landſcape ſuch, inſpiring perfect eaſe, 
Were Indolence (for ſo the wizard hight) 
Cloſe-hid his Caſtle mid embowering trees, 
Full - That half ſhut out the beams of Phoebus bright, 
And made a kind of checker'd day and night ; 
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Mean while, unceaſing at the maſſy gate, 

Was plac'd, and to his lute, of cruel fate, *] 

And labour harſh, complain'd, lamenting mans' eflate, 
VIII. 

Tluther continual pilgrims crowded ſſill, 

From all the roads of earth that paſs there by; [. 

For as they chaunc'd to breathe on neighbouring hill, 

| The freſhneſs of this valley ſmote their eye, 

And drew them ever and anon more nigh ; | 

Til! cluſtering round th* enchanter falſe they hung, 

Ymolten with his ſy ren melody, 

While o'er th' enfeebling lute his hand he flung, 

And to the trembling chords theſe tempting verſes ſung 


IX, 


66 Behold, ye Pilgrims of this earth ! behold, 

6 See all but man with unearn'd pleaſure gay; 
6 See her bright robes the butterfly unfold, 

« Broke from ker wintry tomb in prime of May! 
„% What yonthful bride can equal her array ? 
| Who can with her for eaſy pleaſure vie ? 
e From mead to mead with gentle wing to ſtray, 
e From flower to flower on balmy gales to fly, 
. nr 
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« Hymn their good God, and carol ſweet of love, 
_ & Such grateful kindly raptures them emove : | 
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X. | 

« Behold the merry minſirels of the Morn, 
6 The ſwarming ſongſters of the careleſs grove, 
„ Ten thouſand throats, that, from the flowering thorn, 


They neither plough nor ſow ; ne, fit for flail, 


E er to the barn the nodded ſheaves they drove, 


« Yet theirs each harveſt dancing in the gale, 


Whatever crowns the hill, or ſmiles along the vale. 


XI. 
& Outcaſt of Nature, Man! the wretched thrall 
« Of bitter dropping ſweat, of ſweltry pain, 


Of cares that eat away thy heart with gall, 


* And of the vices an inhuman train, 


2 6 That all proceed from ſavage thirſt of gain; 


« For when hard-hearted Intereſt firſt began 

To poiſon earth, Aftrza lefi the plain; 

“ Guile, Violence, and Murder, ſeiz d on man, 

4 And, for ſoſt milky fireams, with blood the rivers ran. 3, 
_ | ny 

4 Come, ye } who ſtill the cumb'rous load of life. 

4 Puſh hard up hill, but as the fartheſt ſteep 


4 You trufl to gain, and put an end to ſlrife, 
Don thunders back the lone with mighty ſweep. 


} © And hurls your labours to the valley deep, 
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1 
« For ever vain ; come, and, withouten fee, | 
© I in oblivion will your ſorrows ficep, * 
Tour cares, yourtoils; will ſleep you in a ſea i 
* lf full delight: O come, ye weary Wights ! tome, 
XII. 
Wich me you need not riſe at early dawn, 
To paſs the joyleſs day in various ſtounds 3 
« Or, louting low, on upſtart fortune fawn, 
And ſell fair honour for ſome paltry pounds: 
To cheat, and dun, and lye, and viſit pay, 
6 Now flattering baſe, now giving ſecret wounds ; 
* Or prowl in courts of Jaw for human prey, | 
| © In venal ſenate thieve, or rob on broad highway, | . 
XIV. 
« Nococks, with me, to ruſtic labour call, 
From village on to village ſounding clear; 
To tardy ſwain no ſhcill-voic'd matrons ſquall ; 
% No dogs, no babes, no wives, to. ſtun your car} 
No hammers thump ; no horrid blackſmith fear, 
«© Ne noiſy trade ſman your ſweet flumbers ſtart 
% With ſounds that are a miſery to hear; 
4. But all is calm, as would delight the heart 
4. Of Sybarite of old, all Nature, and all Art. 


6. Here 


3; 


11. 
XV. 
« Here nought but Candour reigns, indulgent Eaſe, 


© Good-natur'd Lounging, ſauntering up and down 3; 


© They who are pleas'd themſelves muſt always pleaſe 3 
« Nor heed what haps in hamlet or in town : 


4 Thus, from the ſource of tender Indolence, 


« With milky blood the heart is overflown, 


| & Ts ſooth'd and fweeten'd by the ſocial ſenſe ; 


4 Fair intereſt, envy, pride, and ſtriſe, are baniſh'dhence 
2 © 


« What, what is virtue, but repoſe of mind, 
A purecthereal calm, that knows no florm, 


« Above the reach of wild Ambition's wind, 

4 Above thoſe paſſions that this world de form. 

© And torture man, a proud malignant worm, 

«© But here, inſtead, ſoft gales of paſſion play, 

& And gently ſtir the heart, thereby to form 

A quicker ſenſe of joy: as breezes ſtray 

4 Acroſs th' enliven'd ſkies, and make them fill more 


XVII. . 


Tube beſſ of men have los d repoſe: 


They hate to mingle in the filthy fray, 

«© Where the ſoul ſours, and gradual rancour grows, 

& Imbitter'd more from peeviſh day to day. 

4 Ey'n thoſe whom Fang has lent he: faireſt ray. 
6. The 


44.2 
&© The moſt renown'd of worthy wights of yore, 
« From a baſe world at laſt have ftol'n away: 
«© So Scipio, to the ſoft Cumæen ſhore 
6& Retiring, taſted joy he never knew before. 


XVIII. 


ns But if a little exerciſe you chuſe. 
& Some zeſt for eaſe, tis not forbidden here: 


Amid the groves you may indulge the Muſe, 


& Or tend the blooms, and deck the vernal year: 
« Or, ſoſtly ſtealing, with your watry gear, 

« You may delude ; the whilſt, amus'd, you hear 
No the hoarſe ſtream, and now the zephyr's figh, 
_ & Attuned to the birds and woodland melody. 


XIX. 


&« O grievous folly ! to heap up eſtate, 

4 Loſing the days you ſee beneath the ſun ; 

When, ſudden, comes blind unrelenting Fate, 

« And gives th' untaſted portion you have won, 

« With ruthleſs toil, and many a wretch undone, 

© To thoſe who mock you gone to Pluto's reign, 

1 There with fad ghoſls to pine and ſhadows dim: 

4 But ſure it is of vanities molt vain, 

4 To ll for what you here unling may obtain.” 
He 
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XX. 

He ceas'd : but fill their trembling ears retain'd 
The deep vibrations of his witching ſong, ; 
That, by a kind of magic power, conſtrain'd 
To enter in, pell-mell, the liſtening throng. 
Heaps pour d on heaps, and yet they flipt along 
In filent eaſe ; as when beneath the beam 
Or by ſome flood all filver'd with the gleam, 
The foft-embodicd fays thro” airy portal ſtream. 

__XXÞ 


By the ſmooth demon fo it order'd was, 
And here his baneful bounty firſt began; 
And his alluring baits fuſpected han. 
The wiſe diſtruſt the too fair-ſpoken man. 

' Yet thro' the gate they call a wiſhful eye: 

Not to move on, perdie, is all they can 3 

For do their very beſt they cannot fly, 

Burt often each way look, and often ſorely ſigh. 
. 

When this the watchful wicked wizard ſaw, 
With ſudden ſpring he leap'd upon them ſtrait, 

And ſoon as touch'd by his unhallowed paw, 

| They found themſelves within the curſed gate, 
Full hard to be repaſs'd, like that of Fate. 


1 
Not fironger were of old the giant crew, 
- Who bought to pull high Jove from regal ſlate 3 


Tho” feebic wretch he ſeem'd. of fallow hue, 

Certes, who bides his graſp will that encounter rue. 
XXIII. 

For whomſoe er the villain takes in hand, 

Their join is unknit, their finews melt apace, 

As lithe they grow as any willow wand, 

And of their vaniſh'd force remains no trace: 

So when a maiden fair, of modeſt grace, a 

In all her buxom blooming May of charms, 

Is ſeized in ſome loſel's hot embrace. 

She waxeth very weakly as ſhe warms, ö 

Then, fighing, yields her up to love's delicious harms, 


* XXIV. 


Wak'd by the crowd, flow from his hench aroſe 

A comely full-fpread porter, ſwoln with ſleep, | 

His calm, broad, thoughtlefs, aſpett breath'd repoſe, 

And in ſweet torpor he was plunged deep, 

Ne could himſelf from ceaſeleſs yawning keep; 

While o'er his eyes the drowſy liquor ran, 

Thro* which his half-wak'd foul would faintly peep, 

Then taking his black ftaff he call'd his man, 

And rous'd hinzſelf as much as rouſe himſelf he can. 
The 


The lad leap'd Fightly at his maſter's call: 

He was, to weet, a little roguiſh page, 
Save ſleep and play who minded nought at all, 
| Like moſt the untaught firiplings of his age. 
This boy he kept each band to diſengage, 
Garters and buckles, taſk for him unfit, 
But ill-· becoming his grave perſonage, 
And which his portly paunch would not permit, 
So thus ſame limber page to all performed it. 


| „. 

Mean time the maſter- porter wide diſplay d 

Where with he thoſe who enter d in array d, 

Looſe as the breeze that plays along the downs, 

And waves the ſummer-woods when evening frowns, | 
O fair undreſs! beſt dreſs! it checks no vein, 

But every flowing limb in pleaſure drowns, 

And heightens eaſe with grace. This done, right fain, 
Sir Porter fat him down, and turn d to ſleep again, 
XXVII. 


Thus eaſy rob'd, they to the foencaia ſhed, 
That in the middle of the court up-threw | 

A fircam, high ſpouting from its liquid bed, 
And falling back again in drizzly dew; 
There each deep draughts, as deep he thirſted, drew. 
| It 
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It was a fountain of Nepenthe rare, 


| Whence, as Dan Homer ſings, huge pleaſaunce grew, 
eee eee -g 


XXVIL, — 


This rite perform'd, all inly pleas'd and fill, 
Wi tromp, was pr | ation made; 
& Ye ſons of Indolence ! do what you will, 
& And wander where you lift, thro” hall or glade ; 
Be no man's pleaſure for another ſtaĩd; 
& Let each likes him beſt his hours employ, 
« And curs'd be he who minds his neighbour's trade! 
eee eee © . 


xXxIX. 


Strait of theſe endleſs numbers, ſwarming round, 
As thick as idle motes in ſunny ray, 


Not one eftſoons in view was to be found, 
| But every man ftroll'd off his own glad way; 
Wide o'er this ample court's blank area, 
With all the lodges that thereto pertain'd, 
No living creature could be ſeen to ſlray, 
While ſolitude and perſett filence reign'd, 
So that to think you dreamt you almoſt was conſtrain'd. 
As 
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As when a ſhepherd of the Hebrid-ifles, 
(Whether it be lone fancy him beguiles, 
| Toftand embodied to our ſenſes plain) 
Sees on the naked hill or valley low, 
A vaſt aſſembly moving to and fro, 
Then all at once in air diffolves the wondrous ſhow. 
"I XXXI. 

Ye Gods of Quiet, and of Sleep profound ! 

But how ſhall I attempt ſuch arduous firing, 
I who have ſpent my nights and nightly days 
In this ſoul-deadening place, looſe-loitering ? 
| Ah! how ſhall I for this uprear my moulted wing ? 


Come on, my Muſe ! nor ſtoop to low deſpair, 
Thou imp of Jove ! touch'd by celeſtial fire, 


. Thou yet ſhalt ſing of war and aftions fair, | 


Which the bold ſons of Britain will inſpire ; * 
Of ancient bards thou yet ſhalt ſweep the lyre, 


6 

Thou yet ſhalt tread in Tragic pall the flage, 
Paint love's enchanting woes, the hero's ire, 
The fage's calm, the patriot's noble rage, 


XxxxIII. 


The doors, that knew no ſhrill alarming bell, 

Ne curſed knocker ply'd by villain's hand, 
Self-open'd into halls, where who can tell 

What elegance and grandeur wide expand, | 

The pride of Turkey amd of Perſia land ? 

Soft quilts on quilts, on carpets carpets ſpread, 

| And couches firetch'd around in ſeemly band, 

And endleſs pillows riſe to prop the head ; 


xxxiv. 


And every where huge cover'd tables ſtood, 
Wich wines high flavour'd and rich viands crown'd ; 

Whatever ſprightly juice or taſteful food 

On the green boſom of this earth are found, 

And all old Ocean genders in his round: 

Some hand unſeen theſe ſilently diſplay d, 
E'en unde manded by a ſign or ſound; 

You gecd but with, and, initanily obey d, 

Fair rang'd the diſhes roſe, and chick che glaſſes 


Here 
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play'd. 
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XXXV. | 
Here Freedom reign'd without the leaſt alloy; 
Nor goſlip's tale, nor ancient maiden's gall, 
Nor faintly Spleen, durſt murmur at our joy, 
And with envenom'd tongue our pleaſures pall. 
For why ? there was but one great rule for all; 
To wit, that each ſhould work his own defire, 
And eat, drink, ſtudy, fleep, as it may fall. 
Or melt the time in love, or wake the lyre, 

XXXVI. 

Where was inwoven many a gentle tale, 
Such as of old the rural poets ſung, 
Or of Arcadian or ficilian vale ; 
Reclining lovers, in the lonely dale, 
Pour'd forth at large the ſweet'y-tortur'd heart, 
Or, ſighing tender paſhon, ſwell'd the gale, 
ONT IO AE ny, 


XXXVIL. bers 
Thoſe pleas d the moſt where, by a cunning hand, 
Depainted was the Patriarchal age, 


What time Dan Abraham left the Chaldee land, 

And paltur'd on from verdant ſtage to tage, 

Where fields and fountains freſh could beit engage, 
B 2 Toil 


DE „ 
Toi was not then. Of nothing took they heed, 
| But with wild beaſts the ſylvan war to wage, 


And o'er vaſt plains their herds and flocks to feed: 
Bleſt ſons of Nature they ! true Golden Age indeed ? 


XXXVIII. 


Sometimes the pencil, in coal ajey halls, 
Bade the gay bloom of vernal landſcapes rife, 
Or aitumn's varied ſhades imbrown the walls: 


Now the black tempeſt Ririkes the aſtoniſh'd eyes; 


Now down the ſteep the flaſhing torrent flies ; 
The trembling fun now plays o'er ocean blue, 
And now bude mountains frown amid the ies: 


Whatc'er Lorrain light-touch'd with ſofiening hue, 


Oc ſavage Roſa daſh'd, or learued Pouſſin drew. 
XXXIX. 


Each ſound, too, here to languiſhment inclin'd, 
Lull'd che weak boſom, and induced eaſe : 
Aerial muſic in the warbling wind, 
At diſtance riſing oft”, by ſmall degrees, 
Nearer and nearer came, till o'er the trees 
It hung, and breath'd ſuch ſoul-diffolving airs 
As did, alas ! with ſoft perdition pleaſe : 
Entangled deep in its enchanting ſnares, 
* es and all cares. 
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A certain muſic, never known before, 


Here lull'd the penlive melancholy mind; 

Full eaſily obtain'd. Behoves no more, - 

But fidelong, to the genily-waving wind, 

To lay the well-tun'd inſlrument reclin'd, 

From which, with airy- lying fingers light, 

Beyond each mortal touch the molt refin'd, 

The god of Winds drew ſounds of deep delight, 

Whence, with jult-cauſe, the harp of Eolus it hight. 
XLI. 


Ah me ! oer 
Who up the lofty diapaſan roll 

Such ſweet, ſuch ſad, ſuch ſolemn airs divine, 
Then let them down again into the ſoul ? | 
Now riſing love they fann'd.; now pleaſing dole 
They breath'd, in tender muſings, thro? the heart; 
And now a graver ſacred ſtrain they ſtole, DI 
As when ſeraphic hands an hymn impart ; 
Wild-warbling Nature all, above the reach of Art! 
| XLII. 


Such the gay ſplendour, the luxurious ſlate, 

Of Caliphs old, who on the Tigris“ ſhore, 

In mighty Bagdat, populous and great : 

Held their bright court, where was of ladies ſtore: 

And verſe, love, muſic, fhill the garland wore ? 
B 3 When; 
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When Sleep was coy, the bard, in waiting there, 

| Cheer'd the lone midnight with the Muſe's s lore, 

{ Compoling muſic bade his dreams be fair, 

And muſic lent new gladneſs to the morning air. 
. 


And fobbing breezes gtd, and oft began 

(So work'd the wizard) wintry ſtorms to fwell, 

As heaven and earth they would together mell; 

| At doors and windows, threat ning ſeem'dto call 
| l 
; Whenee ber grew our ſleep, ſecure in mal hall. 


XLIV. 
And hither Morpheus ſent his kindeſt dreams, 


Raiſing a world of gayer tin& and grace, 
O' er which was ſhadowy caſt Elyſian gleams, 


That play d, in waving lights, from place to place, 


And ſhed a roſeat ſmile on Nature's face, 
Not Titian's pencil e er could fo array, 
So. fleece with clouds the pure ethereal ſpace ;. 
Ne could it e'er fuch melting forms diſplay, 
As. looſe on flowery beds all languiſhingly lay. 
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No, fair Hlufions ! artful Phantoms, not? 
My Muſe will not attempt your Fairy-land : 
She has no colours that like you can glow 3 
To catch your vivid ſcenes too groſs her hand. 
But ſure it is, was ne'er a ſubtler band 
Than theſe ſame guileful angel-ſeeming ſprights, 
Who thusin dreams, voluptuous, ſoft, and bland, 
| . Pour'dall th? Arabian heaven upon our nights, 
And blefs'd them oft” beſides with more refin'd delights. 
1 XLVI. os 

| They were in ſooth a moſt enchanting train, 
Cen feigning virtue; ſkilful to unite 
With evil good, and ſtrew with pleaſure pain; 
But for thoſe fiends whom blood and broils delight, 
Who hurl the wretch, as if to hell outright, 
| Down, down black guifs, where ſullen waters fleep, 
Or hold him clambering all the fearſul night — 
On beetling cliffs, or pent in ruins deep, 
1518. 
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From theſe foul demons ſhield the midnight gloom : 5 
Angels of Fancy and of Love! be near, 
And o'er the blank of fleep diffuſe a bloom: 
| Evoke the facred ſhades of Greece and Rome, 


And. 


1 
And let them virtue with a look impart; 
ZJut chief a while, O! lend us from the tomb, 5 
Thoſe long-loſt friends for whom in love we ſmart, 


XLVIII. | 
25 n 
To cares eftrang'd, „ 
What tranſport, to retrace our boyiſh plays, 
Our eaſy bliſs, when each thing joy ſupply'd, 
Ann ann 22 — 
My Muſe! reſume the taſk. that yet doth thee abide. Ty 
XLIX. | 
One great amuſement of our houſchold was, 
| In a huge cryſtal magic globe to ſpy, 
Still as you turn d it, all things that do paſs. 
© Upon this ant-hill earth; where conflantly 
When nothing is enjoy d, can there be greater waſle: 
Of. 
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All glolfy gay, 


E 
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Of Vanity the Mirrour this was call'd, 


Here you a muckworm of the town might ſee, 
At his dull deſk, amid his legers ſtall'd, 


Moſt like to carcaſe parch'd on gallow-tree. 
A penny ſaved is a penny got; 


Firm to this ſcoundrel maxim keepeth he, 
Ne of its rigour will he bate a jot, 


| Till it has quench'd his fice and baniſhed his pot. 


enamell'd all with gold, | 
The filly tenant of the ſummer-air, 
In folly loſt, A 


7 eee . 
His father's ghoſt from Limbo-lake, the while, 
Sees this, which more damnation doth upon him pile. 


LIL. 


This globe pourtray'd the race of learned men 
Still at their books, and turning o'er the page 


Backwards and forwards: oft” they ſnatch'd the pen, 
As if inſpir'd, and in a Theſpian rage, 


Then write, and blot, as would your ruth engage, 


Why, 


TS 


Why, Authors ! all this er- l and ſeribbling lore? l 


To loſe the preſent, gain the future age, 
Praiſed to be when you can hear no more. 


And much enrich'd with fame when uſeleſs worldly flog? f 


LIII. 
Then would a ſplendid city rife to view. 
Wich carts, and cars, and coaches, roaring all: 
Wide pour'd abroad behold the giddy crew, 
See how they daſh along from wall to wall ! 
At every door, hark how they thundering call ! 
Good Lord ! what can this giddy rout excite ? 
Why, on each other with fell tooth to fall, 
A neighbour's fortune, fame, or peace, to blight, 
LIV. 


The puzzling ſons of Party next appear d. 
In dark cabals and nightly juntos met, 


Th' important ſhoulder: then, as if to get 

New light, 3 5 fs. 
No ſooner Lucifer recalls affairs, | 
Than forth they various ruſh in mighty fret ; 


And now they whiſper'd cloſe, now ſhrugging rear'd | 


1 


When, lo! puſh'd up to power, and crown'd their eam 


In comes another ſett, and kicketh them down ftairs. 
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But what molt ſhew'd the vanity of life, 
Was to behold the nations all on fire, 
Moſt Chriſtian kings, inflam'd by black defire, 
Wich honourable rufhans in their hire, | 


= 


| Cauſe var to rage, and blood around to pour: 


Till for new ſcenes of woe-peace ſhall their force reſtore, 


LVI. 


To number up the thouſands dwelling here, 


An uſeleſs were, and cke an endleſs taſk ; 
From kings, and thoſe who at the helm appear, 


To giphes brownin ſummer· glades who baſk. 


Yea many a man, perdie, I could unmaſk, 

Whoſe deſk and table make a folemn ſhow, 

With tape-ty'd traſh, and ſuits of fools that aſk | 

For place or penſion laid in decent row : 

But theſe I paſſen by, wich nameleſs numbers moe. 
LVII. 


Of all the gentle tenants of the place, 


There was a man of ſpecial grave remark : 


A ceriain tender gloom 0'cripread ius face, 
Penſive, not tad, in thought involy'd, pot dark; 
As foot tis man could bug s morning lark, | | 


„„ nn 
And teach the nobleſt morals of the heart; 
But theſe his talents were yburied ſtark; . 
Which or boon Nature gave, or nature-painted Art. 
LVL 
To noontide ſhades incontinent he ran, | 
Where purls the brook with ſleep- inviting ſound, 
Amid the broom he baſk'd him on the ground, 
There would he linger, till the lateſt ray 
Of light ſate trembling on the welkin's bound, 
Sauntering and flow : ſo had he paſſed many a day. 
%%% 
"Yet not in thoughtlefs ſlumber were they paſt ; 
For oft” the heavenly fire, that lay conceal'd 


And all its native light anew reveal'd : 
Ofr as he travers'd the cerulean field, 
And markt the clouds that drove before the wind, 
Ten thouſand glorious ſyſtems would he build, 
Ten thouſand great ideas fill'd his mind; | 

But with the clouds they fled, and left no trace behind, 
With him was ſometimes join'd, in ſilent walk, 
(Profoundly filent, for they never ſpoke) | 


One 
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One ſhyer fill, who quite deteſled talk; 


Oſt' flung by ſpleen, at once away he broke, 
To groves of pine and broad o'erſhadowing oak ; 


There ivly thrill'd, he wandeP all alone, 

And on himſelf his penſive fury wroke, 

Ne ever utter'd word, fave when firſt ſhone 
The glittering ſtar of eve Thank Heaven! the day is 

LXI, [ done.” 


Here lurk'd 2 weeteh who had net crepe ahora 
For forty years, no face of mortal ſeen ; 


In chamber brooding like a loathly toad, | 


And ſure his linen was not very clean. 
Through ſecret loop-holes, that had praftic'd been 
Near to his bed, his dinner vile he took ; 
Unkempt, and rough, of ſqualid face and mien, 
Our Caſtle's ſhame ! whence from his filthy nook, 


We drove the villain out for fitter lair to look. 


LXII. 


One day there chaune'd into theſe halls to ore 


A joyous youth, who took you at firſt fight; 
Him the wild wave of pleaſure hither drove, 


Before the ſprightly tempeſt toſſing light 2 


Certes, he was a moſt engaging wight, 


Turning the night to day and day to night ; 

For him the merry bells bad rung, I ween, 

If in this nook of quiet bells had ever been, 
Vol. VI. 29. C | 
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LXIII. 
But not ev 'n pleaſure to exceſs is good: 
| What moſt elates then finks the foul as low: 
. 
The higher {ill th' exulting billows flow, | 
The farther back again they flagging go, 
Taught by this ſon of Joy we found it ſo, 
Who, whilſt he flaid, kept in a gay uproar E 
Our madden'd Caſtle all, the abode of Sleep no more. 

LXIV. . 
As when in prime of June a burniſh'd fly, 
Sprung from the meads, o'er which he ſweeps along, 
Cheer'd by the breathing bloom and vital ſky, 
Tunes up amid theſe airy halls his fong, 
Soothing at firſt the gay repoſing throng ; 
And oft” he ſips their bowl; or, nearly drown'd, 
He, thence recovering, drives their beds among, 
And ſcares their tender ſleep, with trump profound, 
Then out again he flics, to wing his mazy round. 

: Es 

** of ſenſe refin'd, 
Who felt each worth, for every worth he had : 
Serene, yet waim; humane, yet firm his nund ; 
As little touch'd as any man's with bad : 
Him thro' their inmoſt walks the Muſes lad, 
To him the ſacred love of nature lent, 
And fometimes would he make our valley glad 


When 


T 
' When as we found he would not here be pent, 
To him the better fort this friendly meſſage ſent : 
LXVI. 
« Come, dwell wieh us, true fon of Virtue ! come: 
4 But if, alas! we cannot thee perſuade 
« To he content beneath our peaceful dome, 
Ne ever more to quit our quiet glade, 
+ Yet when at laſt thy toils, but ill apaid, 
4 Shall dead thy fire, and damp its heavenly ſpark, 
* Thou. wilt be glad to ſeek the rural ſhade, 
“ There to indulge the Muſe, and Nature mark; 
We then a lodge for thee will ear in Hagley-Park.” 
LXVIE. 
Here whilom ligg'd th* Eſopus of the age, 
But call'd by Fame, in foul ypricked deep, 
A noble pride reſlor d him to the flage, 
And rous d him like a giant from his ſleep. 
Een from his ſlumbers we advantage reap : 
With double force th' enliven'd ſcene he wakes, 
Vet quits not Nature's bounds. He knows to keep 
Each due decorum. Now the heart he ſhakes, 
And now with well-urg'd ſenſe th* enlighten'd judgment 
5 LXVIII. takes. 
Aa N more fat than bard beſeems, 
Who, void of envy, guile, and luſt of gain, 
On virtue ſtill, and Nature's pleaſing themes, 
Pour'd forth his unpremeditated ſlrain: 
The world forſaking with a calm diſda.n, 
. "WS Here 
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Here laugh'd he carclefs in hiseaſy ſeat 3 
Here quaff d, encircled with the joyous train, 
He loathed much to write, ne cared to repeat. 


| WH 
Full oft” by holy feet our ground was trod, 
Of clerks good plenty here you mote eſpy ; 
A little, round, fat, oily map of God, 
Was one I chiefly mark'd among the fry : 


He had a roguiſh twinkle in his eye, g 


And ſhone all glittering with ungodly dew, 
If a tight demſel chaunc'd to trippe by ; 
Which when obferv'd, he ſhrunk into his mew, 
„ LXX. 

Nor be forgot a tribe who minded naught 
(Old inmates of the place) but ſtate - affairs; 
They look'd, perdie, as if they deeply thouglu, 
And on their brow ſat every nation's cares. 
The world by them is parcell'd out in ſhares, 
When in the Hall of ſmoak they congreſs hold, 
And the Sage berry ſun-burnt Mocha bears 


Has clear'd their inward eye: then, fmoke-enroll'd, | 


Their oracles break forth myſterious as of old, 
LXXI. | 

Here languid Beauty kept her pale fac'd court ; 

Bevies of ancient dames, of high degree, 

From cvery quarter hither made reſort, 

Where, from grofs mortal care and bufineſs free, 

They lay, pour'd out in cafe and luxury: Or 
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* Strait on the couch their limbs again they throw, 


9 I. 

Or ſhould they a vain ſhew of work aſſume, 

Alas! and well-a-day ! what can it be? 

To knot, to twiſt, torange the vernal bloom, 

But far is caſt the diſtaff, ſpinning-wbeel, and loom. 
LXXII. 

Their only labour was to kill the time ; 

And labour dire it is, and weary woe: 

They fit, they loll, turn o'er ſome idle rhyme, 


Or ſaunter forth, with tottering flep and flow : 
This ſoon too rude an exerciſe they find ; 


And court the rapoury god foki-breating in the wind. 

LXXIII. 5 

Now muſt I mark the villain we found ; 

But, ah! too late, as ſhall efiſoons be ſhewn. 

A place here was, deep, dreary, under ground, 

W here flill our inmates, when unpleaſing grown, 

Diſeas'd, and loathſome, privily where thrown. 

Far flow the Eleaf hwwen, they languiſh'd there, 

Unpity d uttering many a bitter grown ; 

For of thefe wretches taken was no care; 

Fierce fiends and hags of hell their only nurſes were. 
ES: LXXIV. 

Alas! the change! . 

To this dark den, where Sickneſs toſs'd alway. 

Here Lethargy, with deadly fleep oppreſt, | 

Stretch'd on his back, a mighty lubbacd, lay 


Heaving his fides, and „ ng night and day; 
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And his half-open'deyne he ſhut ſtraitway ; 

He led, I wot, the ſofteſt way todeath, i 

| And tavght withouten pain and file to yield the breaths = 
LXAXV., 

Of limbs enormous, but withal unſound, 

 Sofi-ſwoln and pale, here lay the Hydropſy : 

Unwieldy man ! with belly monſtrous round, 

For ever fed with watery ſupply : 

For ſtill he drank, and yet he flill was dry. 

And moping here did Hypochondria fit, 

Mother of Spleen, in robes of various dye, 

Who vexed was full oft* with ugly fit, | 

| And fome her frantic deem'd, and fome herdeem'd a wit, 
LXXVI. 

A lady proud the was, of ancient bleed, 

| Yet oft her fear her pride made erouchen low; 

Se felt, or fancy'd, in her ſluttering mood, 

And ſought all phyſie which the ſhops beſtow, 

Her humour ever wavering to and fro ; Fs 

For ſometimes ſhe would laugh, and ſometimes cry, 

Then ſudden waxcd wroth, and all ſhe knew nov why. 
LXXVII. 

Faſt by her fide a liſtlefh maiden pin'd, 

With aching head, and ſqueamiſh heart-burnings 

Pale, bloated, cold, ſhe ſeem'd to hate mankind, 

Yet lov'd in ſecret all forbidden things. 

And here the Tertian ſhakes his chilling wings: 


[3] 
| The ſleepleſs Gout here counts the crowing cocks 3 


A wolf new gnaws him, now a ſerpent tings ; 
| While Apoplexy cramm'd Intemperance knocks : 


ap > NR —— 


THE CASTLE OF INDOLENCE. 
; CANTO II. 
The Knight of Arts and Induſny, 
And his atchievements fair, 
That by his Cafile's overthrow 
Secur'd and crowned were 
*SCAP'D the Caftle of the fire of Sin, 


l where ſhall I fo ſweet a dwelling find? 


Ter all around, without, and all within, 

Fer roſe to view : but now another ffrain, 

Of doleful note, alas ! remains behind : 

Imuſt now ſing of pleaſure turn d to pain, 
„ 

l there no patron to protect the Muſe, 
And fence for her Parnaſſus barren foil 77 
Toevery labour its reward accrues, 

And they are ſure of bread who ſwink and moil; 


1 
— oft* rob the painful bee 
Thus while the laws not guard that nobleſt toil. 
Ne for the Muſes other meed decree, | 

They praiſed are alone, and ſlarve right merrily, 
3 III. 

msn Fortune what you me deny; 
You cannot rob me of free Nature's grace; 
| You cannot ſhut the windows of the ſky, 
Thro' which Aurora ſhews her brightening face: 
You cannot bar my conſtant feet to trace 
The woods and lawns, by living ſtream, at eve: 
. 
| 5 
Gi, my Muſe ! and raiſe a bolder ſong ; 
Come, lig no more upon the bed of ſloth, 
Fond to begin, but ftill to finiſhi loath, | 
Thy half-writ ſcrolls all eaten by the moth: 
To ſweep away this human lumber came, 
Or in a choſen few to rouſe the ſlumbering flame. 

, V.. 


In Fairy-land there liv'd a knight of old. 


Of feature ſtern, Salvaggio well yclep'd, 
A rough unpol:ſh'd man, robuſt and bold, 
But wond'rous poor: he neither ſow'd nor reap'd, 
Ne. flores in ſummer for cold winter heap'd ; 


| Nowpinch'd by biting January Tore, 


[ 8 ) 
In hunting all his days away he wore 3 
Now ſcorch'd by June, now in November fieep'd, 


He {till in woods purſu'd the libbard and the boar, 
VI. 

Prick'd thro” the foreſt to diſlodge his prey, 

Deep in the winding boſom of a lawn, 

With wood wild-fring'd, he mark'd a taper's ray, 

Did to a lonely cot his ſteps decoy; ; 

There, up to earn the needments of the day, 

He found Dame Poverty, nor fair nor coy z 

NEE and filPd her with a luſty boy, 

VL. 

eee eee 

Of active mind and vigorous luſty hed, 

The Knight of Arts and Induſtry by name, 

Earth was his bed, the boughs his roof did frame; 

He knew no beverage but the flowing fiream ; 

His taſteful well-carn'd food the ſylvan game, 

Or the brown fruit with which the woodlands teem: 

The ſame to him glad ſummer or the winter breme. 
* 

So paſs'd his youthly morning, void of care, 

Wild as the colts that through the commons run; 

For him no tender parents troubled were, 

He of the foreſt ſeem'd to be the ſon, 


* 


CM 4 
That teach to tame the ſoil and rule the crook ; 
— 02 candrons 
IX. 
OF fenile genius him they nurtur's well, 
In every ſcience and in every art. 
By which mankind the thoughtleſs brutes excel, 
That can or uſe, or joy, or grace, impart, = 
Diſcloſing all the powers of head and heart: 
Ne were the goodly exerciſes ſpar'd, 
And mix elaſtic force with firmneſs hard: 
— . 


d he mounted gay 
The hunter · ſleed, exulting o er the dale, 
And drew the roſeate breath of orient day ; 
Sometimes, retiring to the ſecret vale, 
Yclad in ſteel, and bright with burniſh'd mail, 

He ftrain'd the bow, or tofs'd the ſounding ſpear ; 

Or darting on the goal, outſtripp'd the gale ; | 

Or wheel'd the chariot in its mid-career ; 

Or ſtrenuous wreſtled hard with many a tough compecte | 
At other times he pry'd 3 flore, 

Whateꝰ er ſhe in th' ethereal round contains, 

Whate'er ſhe hides beneath her verdant floor, 

brag, eee 

Or elſe he 
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Its ſeas, its loads, its mountains, and its plains ; 

But more he ſearch'd the mind, and rous'd from ſleep 

Thoſe mortal ſeeds whence we heroic actions reap, | 
XII. 

4 Nor would he ſcorn to floop from high purſuits 

'} Of heavenly Truth, and practiſe what the taught. 

Vain is the tree of Knowledge without fruits. 

Sometimes in hand the ſpade or plough he caught, 

Forth-calling all with which boon earth is fraught ; 

Sometimes he ply d the ſtrong mechanic tool, 

Or rear d the fabcic from the fineſt draught ; 

And oft” he put himſelf to Neptune's ſchool. 

—— 0c 
XIII. 

— theſe tougher tai he try'd 

To touch the kindling canvaſs into life ; 


With nature his creating pencil vy'd, 
Wich Nature, joyous at the mimic firife ; 


Or, to ſuch ſhapes as grac'd Pygmalion's-wife 
He hew'd the marble; or, with varied fre, 


2 He rouv'd the trumpet and the martial fife ; 


Or bade the lute ſweet tenderneſs infpire ; 
> | Orverſes fram'd that well might wake Apollo's lyre. 
| XIV. 
| Accompliſh'd thus, he from the woods ifſu'd, 
{ Full of great aims, and bent on bold emprize; 
| The work which long he in his breaſt had brew'd 
Now to perform he ardent did deviſe. 
To vit, a barbarous world to civilize. | 
| Earth 
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Earth was till then a boundleſs foreſt wild, 

Nought to be ſeen but ſavage wood and ſkies ; 

Nocities nouriſh' d arts, no culture fmil'd, 

2 no laws, no gentle manners mild, 

XV. 

A rugged wight, the worlſt of brutes, was man ; H 

On his own wretched kind he, ruthleſs, prey'd ; H 

The ſtrongeſt ſtill the weakeſt over-ran ; B 

In every country mighty robbers ſway'd, T 
N. 
Ti 
M 


Which this brave knight, in nobl e anger, made 
To ſwear he would the raſcal rout o'erthrow, 
For, by the powers Divine, it ſhould np more be fo! 1 Te. 
XVI. : 
To ſay how this beſt ſun, from orient climes go 
Came beaming life and beauty all along, 

Still as he paſs'd, the nations he ſublimes, | 

And calls forth Arts and Virtues with his ray : | 
Then Egypt, Greece, and Rome, 2 
Succeſhve had; but now in ruins gray 

They lie, to flaviſh floth and tyranny a prey. 

T | 
| Tocrown his toils, Sir Induſtry then ſpread 
The ſwelling fail, and made for Britain's coaſt, 
A fylvan life till then the natives led, 

Im the brown ſhades and green-wood forefl loſt 


All careleſs rambling where it lik d them moil 5 


4 L J 
Their wealth the wild deer bouncing thro' the glade 3 
3 and liv'd at Nature's coſt ; 
Lars the Roman flee tie naked real dv 
XVIII. 
He ERA the ſoil, be lik'd the clement ſkies, 
He lik'd the verdant hills and flowery plains. 
„De chis my great, my choſen Iſle, (he cries) 
This Queen of Ocean all aſſault diſdains. 
Nor lik'd he lefs the genius of the land, 
To freedom apt and perſevering pains, 
Mild to obey, and generous to command, 
fot } | Tempertd by forming Heaven vid kind, n hand. 
. XIX. 
| Winer Adv tad Hells eas Boe 2 
Whaterer finiſh'd Agriculture knows, 
Fair Queen of Arts! from Heaven itſelf who came 
When Eden flouriſh'd in unſpotted fame: 


ues | And tender Peace, and joys without a name, 
I That, while they raviſh, wanquilize the mind: 
| Nature and Art at once, delight anil uſe combin d, 
| 5 
Then towns he quickeri'd by mechanic arts, 
And bade the fervent city glow with toil ; 
Join land to land, and marry foil to ſoil, 


} . Uni and 
| Va. . — Bring 
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Bring home of either Ind the gorgeous ſlores; 
Or, ſhould deſpotic rage the world embroil, 

Bade tyrants tremble on remoteſt ſhores, 


XXI. 

The drooping Muſes then be weſtward call, 
From the fam'd City by Propontic fea, 
What time the Turk th' enfeebled Grecian thrall'd, 
Thence from their cloifter'd walks he ſet them free, 
And brought them to another Callalie, . 
| Where Iſis many a famous nourſling breeds; 
Or where old Cam ſoft paces o'er the lea 
In penſive mood, and tunes his Doric reeds, 
The whillt his flocks at large the lonely ſhepherd feeds. 

„ | 
Yet the fine arts were what he finiſh'd leaſt, 
For why ? they are the quinteſſence of all, 
Unleſs, as ſeldom chances, — 
———— 


Where no red care ihe mounting chought ma y cheall, 
And where they nothing have to do but pleaſe : 


Ah ! gracious God ! thou know'ſt they aſk no other fees, 


| XXIII. 
"EY alas ! we live too late in time : : 
Our patrons now e'en grudge that little claim, 
| Except to ſuch as fleck the ſoothing rhyme; 
And yet, forſooth, they wear Mæcena's name, 
n 


Unbroken 


While oer the encireling deep Britannia's thunder roars, 
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Unkeoken i cheer? n Bil remains 


Th' eternal Patron, Liberty! whoſe flame, 
| While ſhe protects, inſpires the noble ſi ſtrains, 
VOIR and ſweeteſt far, are toil-created gains. 
. XXIV. 

When as the knight had fram'd, in Britain land, 
A matchleſs form of glorious government, 
In which the ſovereign laws alone command, 
Laws ftabliſh'd by the public free conſent, 
Whoſe majelly is to the ſceptre lent ; 
Was ſettled firm, and to his heart's content, 
Then ſought he from the tailſome ſcene to part, : 
„ 

5 r 
Be diode hats flow is Siva wah, . 
Where his long allies peep'd upon the main; 
In this calm feat he drew the healthful gale; 
Iiere mix'd the chief, the patriot, and the ſwain, 
The happy monarch of his fylvan train; 
He walk'd his rounds, and cheer'd his bleſt domain: 
His days, the days of unſtain'd Nature, roll'd, 
33 like patriarchs of old. 

XXVI. 

Wines, ye Flocks! whoſe woolly vellments far 
Exceeds ſoft India's cotton or her filk ; | 
Witneſs, with autumn charg'd, the nodding car, 
That home ward came beneath ſweet evening's flar. 
D Or 


40 ] 
Or of September moons the radiance mild: 
O hide thy head, abominable War! 
Ofcrimes and ruffian idleneſs the child: 
| From heaven this life yſprung, from hell thy glories vil 
=o + / | 
Nor from this deep retirement baniſh'd was 
Th” amuſing care of rural Induſtry : 
Still, as with grateful change the ſeaſons paſs, 
New ſcenes ariſe, new landſcapes ftrike the eye, 
Ard all d enliven'd country beautify : 
Gay plains extend where marſhes ſlept before ; 
2 raroyadd 
And woods imbrown the ſleep, or ware along the hoe, | 
WR * \ 
As nearer to his farm you made approach, 
| He poliſh'd Nature with a finer hand, 
Yet on her beauties durſt not Art encroach ; 
"Tis Art's alone theſe beauties to expand. 
In graceful dance immingled o'er the land, 
Pan, Pales, Flora, and Pomona.flay'd : 
r Tz 
. 
at EEE $ome? 
FE whilom ſung, wrought in his works decay, 
Spread far and wide was his curs'd influence ; 
Or public virtue much he dull d the fenſe, 


E'en 
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Een much of private ; ate our ſpirit out, 
And fed our rank luxurious vices ; whence 
The land was overlaid with many a lout; 
. <adanc EDO 
XXX. N 
A rage of pleaſure maien'd every brealt ; 
Down to the loweſt lees the ferment ran ; 
L To his licentious wiſh each mult be bleft.. 
7 With joy be fever'd, ſnatch it as he can. 
Thus vice the ſtandard rear d: her arrier-ban 
Corruption call'd, and loud: ſhe- gave the word, 
Mind, mind yourſelves! why ſhould the vulgar man, 
} © Thelacquey be more virtuous than his lord ? - 
ore. | * Enjoy Chis ſpan oF kf: ! "tis all che gods afford.” 
____- K&XXEL 
me tidings teach · d to where, in quiet hall, 
The good old K night enjoy d well-carn'd repoſe, 
Come, come, Sir Knight! thy children on thee calls; 
«© Come fave us yet, ere ruin round us cloſe ! 
The demon Indolence thy toils o'erthrows.* 
a mam | 
I 2 his eye full ſpeaks | To 
d. Hu dent foul; and ftom his. couclr 3 
; XXXII. 
I will he e fo help we, God ! deflrey | 
| He to him call'd, a fiery-footed boy, | 
22 My ſteed be at te gate; 
My dard attend; quick, bring the net of f 
: = * "8 


| [ 4» } 
This vt was willed bythe Sten three. 
Repentance comes; replevy cannot be 
From the ſtrong iron graſp of vengeful Deſtiny, 

XXIII. 

He came, the bard; a little Druid-wight, 
With ſweetneſs mix'd. In ruſſet brown bedight, | 
He crept along, unpromiſing of mien. 
Bright as the children of yon” azure ſheen. 

Dwells in the mind: all elſe is vanity and glare. 
„ | 
; * \ 
The demon Indolence threats overthrow: 

To all that to mankind is good and dear: 

Come, . Philomelus ! let us inſtant go, 
Oerturn his bowers, and lay his Caſtle low, 
Amme — who will be . 
the fre tar te is hm, 9 1 
Shall raiſe, Thrice happy he! who without rigour lave 

XXXV, 

Ifuing forth, the Knight beſlrode his ſteed, 

Of ardent bay, and on whoſe front a ſtar 


Shone blazing bright ; ſprung from th generous | 


He pranc'd along, diſdaining gate or bar, 


o late 


e eu, 


ea 
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Sweet airs and ſong; 6 — — 
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Meantime the bard on milk-white palfrey rode; 


His meditations, but full ſofily trodez = 
And much they — a. og 
XXXVI. 


| They talk'd of inne, and'of human bliſs; 


What elſe fo fit for man to ſettle well ? 
From virtue's fount the pureſt joys out-well; 
« Sweet. rills of thought that cheer the conſcious ſoul ;- 
© While vice pours forth the troubled fireams of hell, 
The which, howe'er diſguiz'd, at laſt with dole 
Bn * the tortur'd breaſt, their fiery torrent tl. 
XXXVII. 

Ac len dawn that fatal valley gay. 


And, ſpite e en of themſelves, their ſenſes.cheer ;. 


Then to the vizard's wonne their ſteps they ſteer : 
re 3 
Rn 


SEARS. 
« As God ſhall judge me, Knight 1 we muſt forgive. 
(The half enraptur'd Philomelus cry'd) — 
% The frail good man, deluded, here to live, 
* And in theſe groves his muſing fancy hide, 
Ab! nought is gure., It cannot be deny'd* | 


— 


1 
— fome tinflure has of vice, 
& And vice of virtue. What ſhould then betide, - 
Nut that our charity be nut too nice? 

«© Come, let us thoſe we can to real bliſs entice. 

XXXIX. 

« Ay, ficker, (quotk the Knight) all fleſh is frail, 
© To pleaſant fin and joyous dalliance bent; 
- © But let not brutiſh vice of this avail, 
« And think to 'ſcape deſerved puniſhment. 
6 Juſtice were cruel, weakly to relent : 

1 * From Merey 's ſelf ſhe got her facred glaive ; 
6 Grace be to thoſe who can and will repent, - 
56 But penance, long and dreary, to the ſlave, 


* 


—_— 
The curſed carle was at his wonted trade, 
TD ne 
In witching wiſe, as I before have faid : 
But when he ſaw in goodly geer array'd, 
The grave majeſtic Knight approaching nigh, 
His countenance fell; yet oft” his anxious eye 


Nathleſs, A hes SES. enn 
The rabble-rout, and welcom'd them full kind ; 
Struck with the noble twain, they were not 8 
His orders to obey, and fall behind, 

Then he reſum'd his ſong; and, unconfin'd,” — 


Who mult in floods of fire his groſs foul ſpirit lave.” 


„„ Aadwo <> 27 


Mark'd them, like wily fox who rooted cock doth ſpy 


y 2 a4 
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Pour'd all his muſic, ran thro' all his rings; 


With magic duſt their eyne he tries to blind, 
And virtue's tenJer airs o'er weakneſs flings. 
„ 
I x SS. 

' Flate in thought, he counted them his own, 
They liſten'd fo intent with fix'd delight; 
But they inſtead, as if tranſmew'd to ſtone, 
 MarvelVF'd he could with fuch ſweet art unite | 
 Meantm: the filly crowd the charm devour, 
Wide preſſing tothe gate. Swift, on the Knight _ 
He darted fierce, to drag him to his bower, 


— Who beck ning Bune'd bis wack, for well he kiew its 


| XLIII. Lower. 
As in throng'd amphitheatre, of old, 55 
The wary Retiarius trapp'd his foe, 


| Een ſo the Knight, returning on him bold, 


At onceinvolv'd him in the Net of Woe, 

Earag'd at firſt, he ſcorn'd fo weak a jail, 

And leapt, and flew, and flounced to and fro ; 

But when he found that nothing could avail, 

He ſat him felly down, and gnaw'd his bitter nail. 

Alarm'd, th- i „ 

Raiv'd rue ful ſhrieks and hideous yells around: 

Black ſtormy clouds deſtroy'd the welkin's face, 

As of infernal ſprights in cavern bound; 
3 | A ſolemn 
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. 
And lightnings flaſh'd, and horror rock'd the greund: | 
Huge crowds on crowds outpour'd with blemiſh'd look, | « 
As if on time's laſt verge this frame of things had ſhook, } 


TM XLV. 4 ( 
Soon as the ſhort-liv'd tempeſt was yſpent, RY 
Steam'd from the jaws of vext Avernus hole, „ 
And huſh'd the hubbub of the rabblement, = 
Sir Induſtry the firſt calm moment flole, — 
* There muſt (he cry'd) amid ſo vaſt a ſhoal, 4 «z 
& Be ſome who are not tainted at the heart, F «] 
« Not poiſon'd quite by this fame villain's bowl; T 41 
Come then, my Bard ! thy heavenly fire impart; 14 
« Touch foul wich foul, an ford the hn . | 

XLVI. © 21 

The bard obey d, and taking from his ſide, 1 
Where it in ſeemly fort depending hung, 14 
His Britiſh harp, its ſpeaking ſtrings he try d, ww 
The which with ſkillful touch he defily firung, a * 
Till tinkling in clear ſymphony they rung: :- WM: 
Then as he felt the Muſes come along, Y © 
Light o'er the chords his raptur'd hand he flung, | «( 
ON I | «: 
XLII. | [ throng. | 4 

Thus ardent, burſt his ſtrain—* Ye hapleſs Race! * 
« Dire - labouring here to ſmother Reaſon's ray, 118 

« That lights our Maker's image in our face, 18 
« And gives us wide o'er earth unqueſtion'd ſway, & 


What is dh ador'd Supreme Perſettion foy 7 


uin 


| + And fann'd by pa char Zephyrs, far REE 
„ The foul November-fogs, and flumb'rous maſs, 


* 


oo Ml 
. What but eternal never-refling ſoul, 


« Almighty power, and all- diretting day, 

& By whom each atom ſtirs, the planets roll; 

6 — — 
: XLVIII. 

c Come, „ 


* Draw from its fountain life ! Tis thence, alone, 


% We can excel. Up from unfecling mold, 


| «« To ſeraphs burning round th* Almighty's throne, 


« Perfeftion forms, and with perfection bliſs. 
In univerſal Nature this clear ſhewn, 


Nor needeth-proof: to prove it were, I wis, 


* To jrove the bemumens war} excootke hoe abyfe. 
— 


' «& T5 not the field, with lively culture green, 


4A fight more joyous then the dead moraſs ? 
6 Do not the ſkies, with active ether clean, 


* With which fad Nature veils her drooping face ? 
6 Does not the mountain-ftream, as clear as glaſs, 

* Gay dancing on, the putrid pool diſgrace? 
* The fame in all holds true, but chief in human race, 

L. 

® It was not by vile loitering in eaſe, 

That Greece obtain'd the brighter palm of art, 
That ſoft yet ardent Athens learn'd to pleaſe, | 
Jo keen the wit, and to ſublime the heart, 


In all ſupreme } complete in every part ! 1 


1 
66 es nee dens ati fone aroſe, 
© And o'er the nations ſhook her conquering dart: 
& For Sluggard's brow the laurel never grows; 
& Renown is not the child of indolent Repoſe. 
4 Had unambitious mortals minded nought 
« But in looſe joy their time to wear away. 
& Had they alone the lap of Dalliance ſought, 
& Pleas'd on her pillow their dull heads to lay, 
* Rude Nature's ſtate had been our ſtate to-day ; 
& No cities e er their towery fronts had rais'd, 
e No arts had made us opulent and ga; 
« With brother-brutes the human race had graz d; : 
None e'er had ſoar'd to fame, none honour'd been, | 
E 
<« Great Homer's ſong had never fir'd the breaſt 
« To thirſt of glory and heroic deeds ; 
. Sweet Marc's Muſe, ſunk in inglorious reft, 
4 Had filent flept amid the Mincien reeds : 
4 The wits of modern time had told their beads, 
And Monkiſh legends been their only ſtrains; 
4 Our Milton's Eden had lain wrapt in weeds, 3h 
P 
cc = 
od . maſter Spenſer — f 
LIII. 
— had been the ſage hiflo:ic Muſe, 
% And periſh'd all the ſons of ancient fame ; 
« Thoſe ſtarry lights of virtue, that diffuſe 
* Through the Gak Gopher tine ther vor andy. 


L J 
« Had all been loſt with ſuch as have no name, 


* Who then had ſcorn'd his eaſe for others good ? 
« Who then had toil'd rapacious men to tame ? 


t Who in the public breach devoted ſtood, 

« And for his country's cauſe been prodigal of blood ? 
RR 

& Bs Beads © fine vice tec enticing bo, 


If right I read, you pleaſure all require ; 
, « Then hear how beſt may be obtain'd this fee, 


« How beſt enjoy'd this Nature's wide defire. 
« Toil, and be glad ! let Induſiry inſpire 
© Into your quicken'd limbs her buoyant breath ! 


| © Whodoes not aftis dead: abſorpt entire 
In miry floth, no pride, no joy he hath : 


» 6 S ene 


4 


LV. 


* © Ab! what avail he largeft gifts of Heaven, 
% When drooping health and ſpirits go amifs 7 


4 © How taſleleſs then whatever can be given 7 


| | © Heakhis the vital principle of bliſs, 


ck 


« And exerciſe of health. In proof of this, 


| * Behold the wretch who flugs his life away 
« Soon fwallow'd in Dilſcaſe's fad abyſs, 


© While he whom Toil has brac'd, or manly play; 

As light as air each limb, each thought as clear as days 
EVI. 

Pho qumayſs as hoo 

„ Unclogg'd the body, unoblcur'd the mind z 
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< ts tak Guide his tet te 
See! how the younglings friſk along the meads, 
& As May comes on and wakes the balmy wind; 
& Rampant with life, their joy all joy exceeds ; 1 
Let what but high-firung health this dancing ples | 

». LVL ¶ faunce breeds? 
60 Ber here, inſtead, is foſter d every ill, 
„Which or diftemper'd minds or bodies know, 


& Come then, my kindred Spirits ! do not ſpill 1 
« Your talents here, This place is but a ſhow, | wt 
% Whoſe charms delude you to the den of Woe : «1 
c Come, follow me, I will direct you right, 21 
© Where Pleafure's roſes, void of ſerpents, grow, 61 
4 Sincere as ſweet ; come, follow this good Knight, =} 
And you vill bleſs the day that brought him to n | 
. LVIII. ; [fight . @ 

« Some he will lead to courts, and ſome to camps, 
« To ſenate ſome, and public ſage debates, 3 
6 The world is pois'd, and manag'd mighty ſtates; * 
To high diſcovery ſome, that new- creates 1 
6 The face of earth ; ſome to the thriving mart ; * 
. Some to the rural reign and ſofter fates ; 5 
te To the fweet Muſes ſome, who raiſe the heart : * 
LIX. "WM 


« There are, I ſee, who liſten to my lay. 
« Who wretched figh for virtue, but deſpair, 
« All may be done, (meckinks 1 hear cham fog 


* 


66 Even death defqur's, abs - 


22: 


18 
« All, but for thoſe who to theſe bowers repair, 
4 Their every power diffolv'd in luxury, 
« To quit of torpid lluggilhneſs the lair, 
4 And from the powerful arms of Sloth get free, | 
Ti riſing from the dead—Alas !—it cannot be! . 


1 
« Would you then learn to di lnpate the band 
« Of theſe huge threat ning difficulties dire, 


| 6 That in the weak man's way like lions ſtand, 


& His ſoul appall, and damp his rifing fire ? 
« Reſolve, reſolve, and to be men aſpire. 


6: Exert that nobleſt privilegs, alone, 
= Here to mankind indulg' ; — defive 3 
” « Speak the commanding word wil} -anditiv dane 


LXI. 
4 Heavens! can you then thus waſle, in ſhameful wiſe 


Tour few unporiant days of trial here ? 


* Heirs of eternity! yborn to riſe 


Through endleſs ſtates of being, ſtill more near 


To bliſs approaching, and perfeQtion clear, 
Can you renounce a fortune fo ſublime ? 
Such glorious hopes, your backward ſteps to ſteer, 


| © And roll, with vileſt brutes, through mud and fl.me? 


i. 


6 No! no !—your heaven-touch'd hearts d. dun the 
| LXII. [ fordid er: me!“ 


Enough! enough!” they ery'd.—Stratt, from ths 


The better fort on wings of tranſport fly , crowd, 
As when amid che lifeleſo ſum u ts pro, 


Of Alpine cliils, where to the gelid ik y. | 
we E 2 at Snows 


: © © 
Snows piPd on ſnows in wintry torpor lic, | 
The rays divine of vernal Pherbus play ; 
Th' awaken'd heaps, in ſtreamlets from on high, 
| Rous'd into action, lively leap away, 
6 5 
LXIII. 1 
2222 2 | 
When, juſt deliver'd from this fleſhly den, 
It ſoaring ſeeks its native ſkies agen; 
Flow light its eſſence! how unc logg d its powers, 
Beyond the blazon of my mortal pen? 
Even ſo we glad forſook theſe finful bowers, 
Even ſuch 8 life, ſuch energy was ours. 
es © 
** with rage inflam'd, 
 Dire-mutter'd curſes, and blaſphem'd high Jove. 
4 Ye ſons of Hate ! (they bitterly exclaim'd) 
« What brought you to this ſeat of peace and love ? 
« While with kind Nature, here amid the grove, 
| « We paſs'd the harmleſs ſabbath of our time, 
6 What to diſturb it could, fell men, emove | 
« Your harbarous hearts? is happineſs a crime ? | 
Then do the fiends of hell rule in yon heaven ſublune. | 
LXV. 0 
Ve impious Wretches!” (quoth the Knight in wrath, |} © 
* Your happineſs behold ! Then ſtrait a wand 10 
He wav'd, an anti- magie power that hath, 
Truth from illuſive falſchood to command, 


D prreirrf = BHP 


ath), 


And o'er the weedy, foul, abhorred ground, 


. L 33 7 | 
Sudden the landſcape ſinks on every hand: 


Ad hacks hs gneves of dindoe't Grad, © 


Snakes, adders, toads, each loathſome creature crawls 


LXVI. [ around. 
Ane cad nes ang 4» naman 
Unhappy wights who loathed life yhung, | 


Or in freſh, gore and recent murder bath d, 

They welt'ring lay; or elſe, infuriate flung 

The funeral dirge, they down the torrent rowl'd : 

Theſe by diſtemper'd blood to madneſs flung, 

Had doom'd themſelves; whence *. when night con- 
trouP'd 


5 g The world, returning hither their ſad ſpirits bow d. 


LXVII. 
rr 


} That lazar-houfe I whilom in my lay 


Depainted have, its horrors deep-diſplay'd, 

And gave unnumber'd wretches to the day, 

Who toſſing there in ſqualid miſery lay. 

Soon as of ſacred light th* un wonted ſinile 
Pour'd on theſe living catacombs its ray, 

Through the drear caverns ſtretching many a mile, 


. dropp'd their woes 


LXVIIE. awhile. 


6 O Heaven! (they cry'd,) and do we once more ſee 


« You” ble fed ſun, and this green earth fo fair ? 
| 7 c Are 


L 84 ] 
< Are we from noiſome dawps of peſt-houſe free Þ | 
e And drink our fouls the ſweet ethereal air ? 
« That fiend, oh ! keep him in eternal chains | 
« But what for us, the children of Deſpair, 
„ Brought tothe brinkof hell, what hope remains? 
6— ——— 
LXIX. 
EE 
«6 Certes (esch he) is it not ce in Grace 
6 T' undo the paſt, and eke your broken years, 
ee Nathleſs, to nobler worlds Repentance rears, 
&s With humble hope, her eye ; to her is given 
„A power the truly contrite heart that cheers 3 | 


- e 


LXX. 


4 Then. patient bear the ſplfcrings you have earn'h | 


« And by theſe ſuſſerings purify the mind: 

- G Ox pious die, with penitence refign'd 3 

„Ae life more happy and refin'd, 

| + Doubt not, you ſhall, new creatures, yet ariſes, 
+ Till then, you may. expett.in-me to find 


„One who. will wipe your ſorrows from your. eye 
« One who.will ſootk: your pangs, and wing you totle 1 
EXXI. L 


They lent heard; and pour'd their thanks in tears. 


* Far you” (reſum'd a x; 


9 


* 


W 
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This faid, his powerful wand — 


Je was a wonky edifying Gght, 


a 


Some holy man by nn 


181 
— hearts tb! oddurate demon foams 
4 That villain's gifts will coſt you many a groan 3 
& In dolorous manſion long you mult bemoan — 
« His fatal charms, and weep your flains away 3 
« Till, ſoft and pure as infant goodneſs grown. 
« You feel a perfe& change ; then who can fay 
6 oy FIT IEEET 
EXXIL [day?*? 


Inſtant, a glorious angel train deſcends, 
Sweet Love their looks a gentle radiance lends, 


2 delighted, to theix charge they fly 3 


When, lo! a goodly hoſpital aſcends, 
In which they bade each lenient aid be nigh, | 


* 9 


That could the fick bed ſmoothe of that fad cogr. 
LXXIII, 


And gives to human-kind peculiar grace, 
To ſee kind hands attending day and night, 
Wich tender miniftry, from place to place: 

Some prop the head; ſome from the pallid face 
Wipe off the faint cold dews weak Nature ſheds ; 
Some reach the healing draught ; the whilſt, to chaſe 
The fear ſupreme, around their ſoften'd beds 


' LXXIV. 
Anmadel by « obs cochiming wats | 
QF thoſe he reſcu'd had from gaping hell, 


161 
Then turn -d the Knight, and to his hall again 


Soft-pacing, ſought of Peace the molly cell; 

Yet down his cheeks the gems of pity fell, 

To ſee the helpleſs wretches that remain'd, 

There left through delves and deſerts dire to yell; 


n 


= lere 
But, ak! their ſcorned day of grace was paſt ; 
For (horrible to tell !) a deſert wild 
3 
r 
Lr eee 3 


Whilit Pheebus ſmoce them fore, and fred the cloudles | 
LXXVI, [aire 


Then, varying to a joyleſs land of bogs, 
The fadden'd country a gray walle appear d, 
the coor bing as Slee Acer hen ; 

Or elſe the ground by piercing Caurus ſear d, 


Was jagg'd with froſt, or heap d with glazed ſnow 3 


Through theſe extremes a ceaſclefs. round they ſteer'd, 

By cruel fends ſtill hurry d to and fro, 

3 and Scorn, with many hell-hounds moe. 
LXXVII. 

The firſt was with baſe dunghill rags yclad, 


Tainting the gale in which they nauer d light; | 


enen guonnns SrounaSns 


* 


Direful to ſee ! an heart-appaling fight ! 


a» 
His hollow eyne ſhook forth a ſickly light ; | 
And o'er his lank jaw-bone, in piteous plight, 
His black rough beard was marted rank and vile: 


Mean time foul ſcurf and blotches him defile, 


And dogs, where'er he went, fill barked all the while, 


LXXVIII. 
The other was a Ell deſpightful fiend 3 
Hell holds none worſe in baleful bower below ; 
By pride, and wit, and rage, and rancour keen'd, 
Of man alike, if good or bad, the foe: 
With noſe up-turn'd, he always made a ſhow 
As if he ſmelt ſome nauſeous ſcent ; his eye 


| Was cold, and keen, like blaſt from boreal ſnow, 


Ons NIP 
LXXIX. 

Even fo through Brentford town, a town of mud, 

An herd of brifly ſwine is prick'd along. 


The filthy beats, that never chew the cud, 


Still grunt, and ſqueak, and fing their troublous ſong, 
And oft” they plunge themſelves the mire among; 
But ay the ruthleſs driver goads them on, 

And ay of barking dogs the bitter throng 


| Makes them renew their unmelodious moan ; 


Ne ever find they reſt from their unceſtiog fone. 
THE 


| Of morbid hue his features, ſunk, and fad 5 , 


* 


THE MAN OF SORROW, 


— 


— — | — 


* 


LCZ VIZ. ] 
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Along the vale of flow'rs ! 


A what avails the lengthening mead, 
By Nature's Rindeſt bounty ſpread 


Ah! what avails the darkening grove, 


Or Philomel's melodious love, 
For me, alas ! the god of day 


Ne'er glitters on the hawthoru ſpray, 


Nor night her comfort brings: 
I have no pleafure in the roſe ; 
For me no vernal beauty blows. 

Nor Philomela fings, 
Adown yon hillock's verd ant fide, 

In cheerful ignorance bleſt; 
| Alike to them the roſe or thorn, 

By gay Contentment dreſt. 


Content 


3 


n fair daughter ofthe ſkies, 
Or gives ſpontaneous, or denies, 
man 
When Want and Sorrow are the lot 
Of Avarice and me. 


Bu freer nk 13 
Shot ſudden thro the groves ; 
Behold, behold, in looſe array, 
Euphroſyne, more bright than day, 
More mild than Paphian doves ! 


Welcome, oh welcome, Pleaſure's queen! 
The jocund train advaace : 
Wich ſeatter'd flow'rs they fill the air ; 


L 60 ] 

(Too ſoon the gay deluſion pait) 

Reality remains! | 
Deſpair has ſeiz'd my captive ſoul ;. 
Ten thouſand beauties round me throng 3 | 
What beauties, fay, ye nymphs, belong 
To the diſtemper d foul ? 
I ſee the lawn of hideous dye ; 
Ye gilded roofs, Palladian domes, 

Ye vivid tints of Perſia's looms, 
"Twas thus the Man of Sorrow ſpoke ; 
His wayward ftep then penfive took 

Along th* unhallow'd ſhade, 
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Aheve what menn ambition can endure 2 


To bleed for honour inthe fields of fame 3 
| Empty parade, is all that heroes know, 


3 rann: 


THE 
*C n 0 1 E, 
| * After the Manner e Mr. Pomfret, 
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And aft as natural reaſon prompts it to 3 
And henen will might govern fomer fore 3 
Remote from grandeur, I'd be humbly viſe, 1 
And all the glitter of a court deſpiſe: 
Unſkill'd the proud, or vicious to commend, 
To cringe to infolence, or fools attend; 


Nor yet ſo anxious to obtain a name, 


Unlefs fair Virtue hovers in the how. 

Butin theſe walls, where Heav'n has ri, 
One half of life, I'd wiſh to breath away: 
The fall and winter of each future year. 


Vol VI. þ A N 


| 1 2 ] 
Mid the fierce ravage of a wintry ſtorm, 


Kind friends to cheer me, moderate wine to warm 3 | 


Securely happy we'd delude the day, 
And ſmile the ſeaſons chearfully away. 


No needleſs ſhow my modeſt dame ſhould claim, 


Neat and genteel without, within the ſame ; 
Decently furmiſh'd to content and pleaſe, 
Sufficient for neceſſity, and eaſe ; 


| Vain is the pomp of prodigal expence, 


Frugality denotes the man of ſenſe ; 


— 


And hoſpitality my board attend; 

With frugal plenty be my table ſpread, 
Thoſe, and thoſe only whom I love be fed : 
Who love the maſter, and approve the fare ; 


Thy mellow vintage Lifbon ! ſhould abound, 


I'd have few friends, and thoſe by nature 
Sacred to friendſhip, and to virtue too; 
Tho? but to few an intimate profeſt, 

I'd be no foe, nor uſeleſs to the reſt : 

Each friend belov'd requires a friendly care, 
His griefs, dejeftions, and his fate to ſhare ; 


* 


For this my choice ſhould be to bounds conſin da 


Nor with a burſt of paſſion flood mankind, 


Above 
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Kind to adviſe, and cautious to offend ; 
To malice, envy, and to pride unknown, 


Nor apt to cenſure foibles, but his own ; 
Firm in religion, in his morals jul, 


Wiſe in diſcerning, and adviſing beſt ; 


Learn'd without pedantry, in temper kind, 
Soft in his manners, happy in his mind; 
Is there in whom, theſe ſocial virtues blend, 


' To him, whenfluſh'd with tranſport I'd repair, 


To him I'd fly when ſorrows prove too great, 


To him diſcover all the ſtings of fate: 


Tune every nerve, and charm my griefs away. 
O, now I wiſh to join the friendly throng, 


Elude the hours, and harmonize the ſong ; 


Each generous ſoul {till ſedulous to pleaſe, 
With calm good temper, and with mutual eaſey 
Glad to receive and give, the keen reply, 


Nor approbation to the jeſt deny, 


But at a decent hour with focial heart, 
In love, and humour ſhould my friends depart : 


Then to my ſtudy, eager I'd repair, 


And feaſt my mind with new refreſhment there; 
There plung'd in thought, my atiive mind ſhould tread. 
Through all the labours of the learned dead; 

Az | Homer 


3 1 ED 
Shoe, av caves ef tvccts Hates, 
Virgil, whoſe genius was improv'd with pains 3 
Horace, in whom the wit and courtier join'd, 
Ovid, the tender, amorous, and refin'd ; 
_ Laſh'd daring vice, and ſham'd an impious age: 
With ham'vous Mertial tickling as he Sung ; | 
Elaborate Terence, ſtudious where he ſmil'd, 
Familiar Plautus, regularly wild; 
With frequent viſit theſe I would ſurvey, 
And read, and meditate the hours away. 


Nor theſe alone, ſhould on my ſhelves recline, 


But awful Pope ] majeſtically ſhine, 


Unequal's Band! Who durfi thy praiſe engage? | 


Not yet grown reverend with the rut of age; 
Sure Heav'n alone thy art unrival'd taught, 
To think fo well, fo well expreſs the thought; 


What villain hears thee, but regrets the ſmart ? | 


Virtue attends thee, with the beſt applauſe 
Conſcious deſert! great viftor in her cauſe, 
Beyond all period, and beyond all ſpace. : 

Go, ſhine a ſeraph and thy notes prolong 

For angels only merit ſuch a ſong ! 


Fail Britain's genius, Milton / deathlefs name! 


Naas with a full fatiety of fame | | 


_ 


| The other ſaviour of diſeas d mankind ; 


31 
Who durſt attempt impertinence of praise ? 
Or ſap inſiduous thy eternal bays ? 

For greater ſong, or more exalted fame, 
Exceeds humanity to make, orclaim. 
Theſe to peruſe, 1'd oft forget to dine, 


And ſuck refleftion from each mighty line, a 
ext Addiſon's great labours ſhould be join 
„. 

With Lyttleton the tender, and corre, 

And copious Dryden, glorious in defett ; 

Nor would I leave, the great and pious Young, 
Divinely fired, and ſublime in ſong. 

Next would I add the unaffected Gay, 

And gentle Waller, with his flowing lay; 
112 Theayon Teck] appear, 
Who link'd eternity within his year. 


| Theſe for diverſion, with the comic throng, 
| Should raiſe my fancy, and improve my ſong ; 


Extend my view, till opening viſions roll, 


8 


But to inform the mind, and mend the heart, 


Great Tillotſon, and Butler, light impart ; 


Sagacious Newton, with all ſcience ble, 

And Locke, who always thought and reafon'd beſt, 

But lo ! for real worth, and true deſert, 
"og 

we find, 


Boerhaave ſuperior ſtands ; in 


an Whoſe 


[6] 
Whoſe ſkilful hand could almoſt life create, 
And make us leap the very bounds of fate ; 
Death, tyrant Death, beholding his decline, 
Arm'd with his ſureſt ſhafts attack'd his foe, 
Who long eluded the repeated throw, 
At length fatigu'd with life, he bravely fell, 
Thus till the year recedes, I'd be employ d, 
Eaſe, health and friendſhip happily enjoy d; 
But when the vernal ſun revolves its ray, 
When vocal groves a gay perſpettive yield, 
And a new verdure ſprings from field to feld g 
Wich the firſt larks I'd to the plains retire, 
For rural pleaſures are my chief deſire. 
Ah doubly bleſt ! on native verdure laid. 
Whoſe fields ſupport him, and whoſe arbours made; 
In his own hermitage in peace refides. 
Fann'd by his breeze, and ſlumb' ring by his tides 3 
Nor lives ungrateful for the life he loves. 
I'd have a handſome ſeat not far from town. 
The proſpeR beauteous, and the taſte my own 3; 


Nor ſhould convenience be in beauty loſt; . 
Eacl 


5 1 
— — Kill and care; 
And all the artiſt be d.ſtinguiſh'd there. 
On ſome ſinall elevation ſhould it land, 
And a ſree proſpect to the ſouth command; | 
| Where ſafe from damps I'd ſnuff the wholeſome gale, 
Southward the verdure of a broad champaign ; 
Where gameſome flocks, and rampant herds might play, 
To the warm ſunſhine of the vernal day; 
Northward, a garden on a flope ſhould lye, 
Finely adjuſted to the niceſt eye ; 
In midſt of this ſhould Rand a cherry grove, 
A breezy, blooming canopy of love ! 
Wnoſe bloſſom'd boughs the tuneful choir ſhould cheers 
And pour regalement on the eye and ear: 
A gay parterre the vivid box ſhould bound, 
To waſi a fragrance thee? the fckls connndly | 
Without another ſerpent to deceive. 
Weſtward, I'd have a thick-ſet foreſt grow, 
Thro? which the bounded fight ſhould ſcarcely go $ 
A view of nature unimprov'd by art—— 
Rapt in the ſoft retreat my anxious breaff,. 
| Pants eager flill for ſomething unpolleſs'd ; 
To what enjoyment would my foul aſpire ? 


Tis 


E love ! extends * 
Tis nds my wiſhes, and 
| 13 r 
Almighty ! I own 
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me Heav'n ! the nymph ; 
. 1 
Fair as the op'ning roſe ; her perſon ſmall, — 
Artleſs as parent Eve before her fall; 
e eee unreſerv'dly kind, 
e, . and the chaſleſ mind; 
Nor wildly gay, but ſoberly ſerene; 
| Wit female folic — 
1 eſs join'd to manly ſenſe; 
223 language elegantly plain, 
Not proud of . 
3 beauty, nor elate with praiſe, 
— to govern, but by choice obeys ; 
| rue to my arms in body and in foul, 
As the touch'd needle to th? attraflive Pole. 
Caution, oppos'd to charms like theſe were vain, 
And man would glory in the flken chas; 
Unlike the fenfual widh that burns and flains, 
But where the pureſt admiration reigns ; 
Give me, O give me! ſuch ſuperior love, 
| ee ee tender yh 
time on downy wings would 
And love fil be the bulinef 9 


While 
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While ſporting flocks in fond rotations court, 
And to the thicket pair by pair reſort ; | 
Chanting their amorous carols thro? the mead ; 
Link'd arm in arm we'd ſearch the twilight grove, 
Where all inſpires with harmony and love : 
Ye boughs, your friendly umbrage wide extend ! 
Guard from rude eyes, and from the ſun defend : 
Ye wanton gales! pant gently on my fair, 
| While ſofi-invited, and with joy obey d, 
But is th Almighty ever bound to pleaſe ? 
7 Rul'd by my wiſh, or {iudious of my eaſe ? 
Shall I determine where his frowns ſhall fall ? 
And fence my grotto from the lot of all! 
Intreat his mercy, but I dare no more: 
No conſtant joys mortality attend, 
But forrows violate, and cares offend ; 
Heav'n wiſely mixt our pleaſures with alloy, 
And gilds our forrows, with a ray of joy; 
And grows offenſive with unruffled years; 
An aftive flate, is virtue's proper ſphere, 
To do, and ſuffer is our duty here; 
Foes to encounter, vices to diſdain, 


Pleaſures to ſhun, and paſſions to reſtra-n ; 


* 


To 


1 
To fly temptation's open, flow'ry road, k 
And labour to be obſtinately good. 
Then, bleſt is he who takes a calm ſurvey, 
Of all th* events that paint the checquer'd day: 
And poizes fortune, by the ſcale of Heaw'n. 
F'll let no future ill my peace deſtroy, 
Orcloud the aſpet of a preſent joy ; 
He who direſted and diſpenc'd the paſt. 
If Providence a preſent good has giv'n, 
I claſp the boon in gratitude to Heav'n : 
May reſignation forufy my mind. 
He cannot be unhappy that's reſign d. 
Guard my repoſe thou lord of all within ! 
An equal temper, and a foul ſerene; 
O! teach me patience when oppos'd to wrong, 
| Reftrain the madd*ning heart, and curb the tongue: 
May prudence govern, piety controul, 
All ſlander, rage and bitterneſs of ſoul ; 
Peace, plenty, Health and innocence be made, 
The bliſsful tenants of my tranquil ſhade, 
O let me not malicioully comply, 
To that curſt action that ſhall raiſe a ſigh; 
Or cauſe the wretched orphan to complain; 
Or ſee the widows tears, and ſee in vain : 
From a remorſcleſs ſoul O ſet me free, 
And prompt a pang for every wretch I fee 
g Whatever 
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Whatever flation be for me deſign'd, 
May I deſpiſe th' abandon'd and the baſe, 

Tho opulent, or dignified with place; 

And ſpurn the wretch whomeanly loſt to ſhame, 
Thinks wealth or place, a ſubſtitute for fame : 

If wiſdom, wealth or honour, Heav'n lend, 
Nor make fo bleſt, as I would wiſh tolive, 
Beyond thoſe moments Heav'n is pleas'd to givez 
Then when life trembles on the verge of reſt, 
And brings expended minutes to the teſt; 
 Abſolve me conſcience, — 


o GOD'S OMNIPOTENCE. 


HEN Egypt's hoſt God's choſen tribe purſued, 
In cryſtal walls th' admiring waters flood; = 
When thro? the dreary waſtes they took their wayy 
The rocks relented, and pour d forth a fea! 

Since ſeas can harden, and fince rocks can flow 3 


THE BEE, THE ANT, An D THE SPARROW, 
—— TOTO | 
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By Dr. COTTON. ; 
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TY dears, "is faid in days of old, 


But now, it ſeems the human race 

Alone engrols the ſpeaker's place. 

| Yet lately, if report be true, 

(Aud much the tale relates to you) 

There met a Sparrow, Ant, and Bee, 

| Which reaſon'd and convers'd as we. 
Who reads my page will doubileſs grant 

That Phe's the wiſe induſtrious Ant; 

And all with half an eye may fee 

That Kitty is the buſy Bee. 


Here then are two—but where's the third ? 
Go icarch che ſchool, you'll find the bird. 


Your ſchool ! I aſk your pardon, Fair; 

In ſure you'll find no ſparrow there. 
Now to my tale—One ſummer's morn 

A Bee cang'd o'er the verdant lawn ; 

Studious to huſband ev'ry hour, 

And make the molt of ev'ry flow r, 
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Nimble from ſtalk to ſtalk ſhe flies, 
And loads with yellow wax her thighs 3 
With which the artiſt builds her comb, 
And keeps all tight and warm at home: 
Or from the cowſlip's golden bells 


Sucks honey, to enrich her cells : 


Or ſips the lily's fragrant dews ; 
Yet never robs the ſhining bloom 
Or of its beauty or perfume. 
Thus ſhe diſcharg d in ev'ry way 
The various duties of the day. 
It chanc'd a frugal Ant was near, 


 Whelk brow: was wrinkled &er by cxee' 


A great economiſt was ſhe, 
Nor leſs laborious than the Bee; 


By penſive parents often taught 


What ills ariſe from want of thought; 
That poverty an floth depends 3 


On poverty the loſs of friends. 

Hence ev'ry day the Ant is found 

Wich anxious ſteps to tread the ground: 
Wich curious ſearch to trace the grain, 


And drag the heavy load with pain. 


The active Bee with pleaſure ſaw 

The Ant fulfil her parent's law. 

Ah! fiſter labourer ſays ſhe, | 

How very fortunate are we! 

Vol, VI. 24. B Who 
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Who, taught in infancy to know 
The comforts which from labour flow, 
Are independant of the great, 

Nor know the wants of pride and late, 
Why is our food ſo very ſweet ? 
Becauſe we earn before we eat, 

Why are our wants ſo very few ? 
Becauſe we nature's calls purſue. 
Whence our complacency of mind ? 
Becauſe we aft our parts aſſign d. 
Have we inceſſant taſks to do ? 
Is not all nature buſy too? 
Perſiſt to run his annual race ? 

Do not the ſtars, which ſhine fo bright, 
| Renew their courſes ev'ry night ? 

Doth not the on obedient bow 
His patient neck, and draw the plough ? 
Or when did e er the gen'rous fleed 
Withhold his labour or his ſpeed ? 

If yeu all nature's ſyſtem ſcan, 

The only idle thing is man. 

A wanton Sparrow long'd to hear 


The bird was talkative and loud, 
As worthleſs and as vain a thing. 
Perhaps, as ever wore a wing. 
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She found, as on a ſpray the far, 
The little friends were deep in chat; 


| And hopt and hope to ſuatch her prize. 


The Bee, who watch'd her op'ning bill, 


And gueſs'd her fell defign to kill, 
_ Af'd her from what her anger roſe, 
And why ſhe treated Ants as foes ? 
The ſparrow her reply began, 


And thus the converſation ran: 


Whenever I'm diſpos d to dine, 
I think the whole creation mine 
| That I'm a bird of high degree, 
And ev'ry inſet made for me, 
Hence oft I ſearch the emmet-brood 
(For emmets are delicious food) 
And oft, in wantonneſs and play, 
I flay ten thouſand in a day. 
For truth it is, without diſguiſe, 
Thut I love antcinef as wy epen- 
82 
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Oh! ſte, the honeſt Bee replied, 
1 fear you make baſe man your guide; 
Of ev'ry creature ſure the worſt, 
Though in creation's ſcale the firſt ! 
Ungrateful man! tis ſlrange he thrives, 
Who burns the Bees to rob their hives ! 
And ſo do all the emmet nation. 
What fatal foes to birds are men, 
Quite to the. Eagle from the Wren ! 
O! do not men's example take, 
Who miſchief do for miſchief's ſake z - 
Eſieem and friendſhip at your hands, 
A mind with ev'ry virtue bleſt, 
Muſt raiſe compaſſion in your breaſt, 
_ Virtue! rejoin'd the ſneering bird, 
Where did you learn that Gothic word ? 
Since I was hatch'd, I never heard 
' That virtue was at all rever'd. 


But ſay it was the ancients claim, 


Yet moderns diſavow the name ; 
 -Unlefs, my dear, you read romances, 
I cannot reconcile your fancies. 
Virtue in fairy tales is ſeen 

To play the goddeſs or the queen; 
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But wuat's a queen without the pow'r ? 
Or beauty, child, without a dow'r ? 
Yet this is all that virtue brags, 
And belt tis only worth in rags. 
Such whims my very heart derides: 
Indeed you make me burſt my fides. 
Truſt me, Miſs Bee—to ſpeak the truth, 
I've copied men from earlieſt youth ; 
* The ſame our taſte, the ſame our ſchool, 
And call me bird, or call me ſinner, 
I'll ne'er forego my ſport or dinner? 
Near and more near Grimalkin draws 2 
She wags her tail, portends her paws ; 
Then, ge nent cats 


ESSAY UPON SATIRE 


DRYDEN and SERINE. 


ow ull and how inſenfible a beaſt 

Is man, who yet would lord it o'er the ref? 
Philoſophers and poets vainly ſtrove 

In ev'ry age the lumpiſh maſs to move: 


But thoſe were pedants, when compar'd with: theſe, 


Who know not only to inſtrutt but pleaſe, 

Poets alone found the delightful way. 
Myſterious morals gently to convey 

In charming numbers; fo that as men grew 
Pleas'd with their poems, they grew wiſer too, 
Satire has always ſhone among the reſt, 

And is the boldeſt way, if not the beſt, 

To tell men freely of their fouleſt faults ; 

To laugh at their vain deeds, and vainer thoughts, 
To each deſerving its peculiar praiſe. 


Whilſt others laugh'd, and. ſcorn'd them into ſiames 


But, of theſe two, the laſt ſucceeded beſt, . 
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And cenſure thoſe who cenſure all beſides, 
In other tlings they juſtly are preferr'd ; 


| Toſce their antiquated wit laid by 3 
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| Yet, if we may preſume to blame our guides, 


In this alone methinks the ancients err'd : 


| Againſt the groſſeſl follies they dechaim ; 


Nothing is eaker than ſueb blots to hity 
And 'tis the talent of each vulgar wit: 


| Beſides, tis labour loſt ; for who would preact 
| Morals to Armſtrong, or dull Aſton teach ? 
Dis being devout at play, wiſe at a ball, 


Oc bringing wit and friendſhip to Whitehall. 


Zut with ſharp eyes thoſe nicer faults to find, 


That little ſpeck which all the reſt does ſpoil, 


To waſh off that, would be a noble toil ; 
Or the forc'd ſcenes of cur declining flage 3 


Will be fo glad to fee the greater hit; 


Who judging better, though concern'd the molly 
Of ſuch correction will have cauſe to boaſt... : 
In fuch a fatire all would ſeek a ſhare, 4 


And ev'ry fool will fancy he is there. * 3 
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Like ber, who miſs d her name in a lampoon, 
And griev'd to find herſelf decay d ſo ſoon. 
No common coxcomb muſt be mention'd here: 
Not the dull train of dancing ſparks appear ; 
Nor flutt'ring officers who never fight : 
Of ſuch a wretched rabble who would write ? 


Much leſs half wits : that's more againſt our rules: 


For they are fops, the other are but fools, 
Who would not be as filly as Dunbar ? 
As dull as Monmouth, rather than Sir Carr ? 
The cunning courtier ſhould be lighted too, 
Who with dull knav'ry makes ſo much ado ; 
Like Aſop's fox, becomes a prey at laſt. 
Nor ſhall the royal miſtreſſes be nam'd, 
Too ugly, or too eaſy to be blam'd ; | 
Widuben cach =yming fool keeys fork a porker, 
They are as common that way as the other: 
Yet ſaunt ring Charles, between his beaſtly brace, 
| Meets with difſembling flill in either place, 
Affected humour, or a painted. face. 
In loyal libels we have often told him, 
How one has jilted him, the other ſold him: 
How that affefs to laugh, how this to weep : 
But who can rail ſo long as he can fleep ? 


Was ever prince by two at once milled, 
Falſe, fooliſh, old, ill-natur'd, and ill-bred ? 
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| Farnely and Ayleſbury, with all that race | 
Ofbuſy blockheads, ſhall have here no place; 
At council ſet as foils on Dorſet's ſcore, 
Tomake that great falſe jewel ſhine the more; 
Who all that while was thought exceeding wiſe, 


Only for taking pains and telling lies, 
But there's no meddling with ſuch nauſeous men 3 | 


Their very names have tir'd my lazy pen : 


_ time to quit their company, and chooſe 


Some fitter ſubje& for a ſharper Muſe. 
Firſt, let's behold the merrieſl man alive 

Againſt his careleſs genius vainly ſtrive; 
Quit his dear eaſe, fome deep deſign to lay, 

Gainſt a ſet time; and then forget the day: 

Yet he will laugh at his beſt friends; and be, 

Juſt as good company as Nokes and Lee. 

But when he aims at reaſon or at rule, 

He turns himſelf at beſt to ridicule, 

Let him at bus'nefs ne'er ſocarnelt fit, 

Shew him but mirth, and bait that mirth with wit, 

| That ſhadow of a jeft ſhall be enjoy'd, | 

Though he left all mankind to be deſiroy d, 

So cat transform'd ſat gravely and demure, 

Till mouſe appear'd, nenne 

But ſeon the lady had him in her eye, 

And from her friend did juſt as oddly fly, 
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Reaching above our nature does no good; 
We muſt fall back to our old fleſh and blood ; 
That nimbleſt creature of the buſy kind, 
His limbs are crippled, and his body ſhakes ; 


Yet his hard mind, which all this buſtle makes, 


No pity of its poor companion takes. 
What gravity can hold from laughing out, 

To fee him drag his feeble legs about, 

Like hounds ill-coupled ? Jowler Jugs him ſtil 
Thro' hedges, ditches, and thro? all that's ill. 
| Touſe a body fo, tho' tis one's own: 
Yet this falſe comfort never gives him o'er, 


That whilſt he creeps his vig'rous thoughts can ſoar 2 


Alas ! that ſoaring, to thoſe few that know, 
Is but a buſy grow ling here below, 
So men in rapture think they mount the ſky, 


So modern ſops have fancied they could fly. 
And wit enough to laugh at his own ways; 
Yet loſes all ſofi days and ſenſual nights, 


Far the fine notiom of a buſy ma n. 


And 
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And what is that, at beſt, bet ene whole mind 
Is made to tire himſelf and all mankind ? 

For Ireland he would go ; faith, let him reign 3 


For if ſome odd fantaſtic lord would fain 
Carry in trunks, and all my drudg'ey do, 
I'll not only pay him, but admire him too. 
But is there any other beaſt that lives, 

Who his own harm ſo wittingly contrives ? 
Will any dog, that has his teeth and ſlones, 
Refin'dly leave his bitches and his bones 

To turn a wheel ? and bark to be employ'd, 
While Venus is by rival dogs enjoy'd? 
Vet this fond man, to get a ſtateſman's name, 


Though ſatire nicely writ no humour flings 


But thoſe who merit praiſe in other things; 

Let we muſt needs this one exception make, 
And break our rules for folly Tropos fake, 
Who was too much deſpis'd to be accus'd, 
And therefore ſcarce deſerves to be abus d; 


Rais'd only by his mercenary tongue, 


For railing ſmoothly, and for reas'ning wrong. 


As boys on holidays let looſe to play 

Lay waggiſh traps for girls that paſs that way, 
Then tout to ſee in dirt and deep diſtreſs 
Some lilly cit in ber flower d fooliſh drefs ; 


ke 


14 } 
So have I mighty ſatis faction found, 
To ſee his tinſel teaſon on the grounds 
To ſee the florid fool deſpis'd, and know it, 


By ſome who ſcarce have words enough to ſhew it 2 


For ſenſe fits filent, and condemns for weaker 
The finer, nay ſometimes the wittieſt ſpeaker ; 
But 'tis prodigious ſo much eloquence 

Should be acquired by ſuch little ſenſe ; | 

For words and wit did anciently agree; 
And Tully was no fool, though this man be? 
At bar abuſive, on the bench unable, 

K nave on the woolſack, fop at council-table. 

| Theſe are the grievances of ſuch fools as would 


Whoſe harmleſs errors hurt themſelves alone ; 
Exceſs of luxury they think can pleaſe, 
And lazineſs call loving of their eaſe ; 

To live diffolv'd in pleaſures {till they feign, 
Though their whole life's but intermitting pain: 
We ſcarce perceive the little time between : 
And pleafure loſe only for pleaſure's fake ; | 
Each pleaſure has its price; and when we pay 
Too much of pain, we ſquander life away. 
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Some other kinds of wits muſt be made known, 
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Married; but wiſer puſs ne er thought of hat? 
And firſt he worried her with railing rhyme, 


Then for one night ſuld all his flaviſ life, 

A teeming widow, but a barren wife; 

Swell'd by contaft of ſuch a fulſome toad, 

He lugg'd about the matrimonial load; 

Till fortune, blindly kind as well as he, 

Has ill reſtor'd him to his liberty ! | 

| Which he would uſe in his old ſneaking way, 
Drinking all night, and docing all the dy: 
Dull as Ned Howard, whom his briſker times, 
Had fam'd for dullneſa in malicious rhymes, 
Mulgrave had much ado to ſcape the fnare, 

Tho? learn d in all thoſe arts that cheat the fair; 
For, after all his vulgar marriage-mocks, 

With beauty dazzled, Numps was in the flocks 3 

To fee kim catch a tartar fot his prize ; 
Th' impatient town waited the wiſh'd-for change, 
And cuckolds ſmil'd in hopes of ſweet revenge 3 
Till Petworth plot made us with forrow fee, 
Him no ſoft thoughts, no gratitude could move 3 
— a 
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Yet failing there he keeps his freedom ſtill, 


Forc'dto live happily againſt his will : 
*Tis not his fault, if too much wealth and pow'r 
Break not his boaſted quiet ev'ry hour. 
And Tatts Tet, gp grape | 
Thong all hi thoughts on wine and women fl, 
His are ſo bad, he ſure ne er thinks at all. 
The fleſh he lives upon is rank and ſtrong; 
| Bnt ſure we all miſlake this pious man, 


Who mortifies his perſon all he can: | 


What we uncharitably take for ſin, 


At only rules of this odd capuchn s 
For never hermit, under grave pretence, 1 


Has liv'd more contrary to common ſenſe; 


No naftineſs offends his ſkillful noſe; = © 


Extradt perfume, and eſſence from a f—t : 
ExpeAing ſupper is his great delight; 

He toils all day but to be drunk at night: 
Till he takes Hewet and Jack-Hall for wits, 

Rochelter I deſpiſe for want of wit, 

Though thought to have a tail and cloven feet ; 
For, while he miſchief means to all mankind, 
Himſelf alone the ill cifeQs does find: 


And 
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And fo like witches juſtly fuſſers ſhame, 
Whoſe harmleſs malice is ſo much the ſame. 
Falſe are his words, affected is his wit; 
| So often he does aim, ſo ſeldom hit; 
| Toev'ry face he cringes while he ſpeaks, 


But when the back is turn'd the head he breaks 3 


A proof that chance alone makes ev'ry creature 
A very Killigrew, without good - nature. 
For what a Beſſus has he always liv'd, | 
And his own kickings notably contriv'd ! 


|| For there's the folly that's flill mia d with fear, 
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The world may yet forgive him all his ill, 
Falſely he falls into ſome dang'rous nooſe, 


And then as meanly labours to get looſe ; 


And life ſoinfamous is better quitting, 
Spent in baſe injuty and low ſubmitting, 


Id like to have left out his poetry; 


Forgot by all almoſt as well as me. 


i times he has fore humour, never wit: 
c 
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— nally rubbiſh laid, 
Tofind it.ont's the cinderwoman's trade ; 
Muſt toil all day in aſhes and in mire. 
So lewdly dull his idle works appear, 

The wretthed texts deſerve no comments here; 
For a whole page of dulneſs muſt atone. 
Ho vaina thing is man, and how unwiſe ; 

' Ev'nhe, wko would himſelf the molt deſpiſe ? 
I, who fo wiſe and humble ſeem to be, 
Now my own 7anity and pride can't fee, 


_— 


We pull down others but to raiſe our own : 
7 nat we may angels ſeem, r 
And are but fatires toſet up ourſelves 
I (who have all this while been finding fault, 
Ev'n with my maſter, who firſt ſatire taught ; 
And did by that deſcribe the taſk fo hard, 
It ſeems ſtupendous and above reward} 

Now labour with unequal force to climb 
That lofty hill, unreach'd by former time 3 
Tia juſt that I ſhould to the bottom fall; 
Learn to write well, or not to write at all. 


While the world's nonſenſe is fo ſharply fhewn, 
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HYMN ON SOLITUDE. 


By JAMES THOMSON. 


— — 


— — — - - 


An. — 
Companion of the wiſe and good: 
The herd of ſools and villains fly. 

Oh! how L love with thee to walk, 
And liſten to thy whiſper'd talk, 
Which innocence and truth imparts, 
. 

Now weape in fome myſterious dream, 
A lone philoſopher you ſeem ; ” 
And now you fecep the rauked fry, 


= 
As, with her Muſidora, ſhe 
(Her Nuß dora fond of thee) 
Awakes the rival'd nightingale. 
Thine is the balmy breath of morn, 
Juſt as the dew-bent roſe is born ; 
Thane is the woodland dumb retreat; 
And the faint landſcape ſwims away, 
Thane is the doubtful ſoft decline, 
And that beſt hour of muling thine, 
Deſcending angels bleſs thy train, 
The virtues of the ſage and fwain ; 
Plain innocence, in white array'd, 
Before thee lifts her fearleſs head : 
Religion's beams around thee ſhine,, 
And cheer thy glooms with light divine : 
About thee ſports fweet Liberty; 
And rapt Urania fings to thee. 
Oh, let me pierce thy ſecret cell. 
And is thy deep receſſes dwell. 
Perhaps from Norwoad's oak- clad hill, 
I juſt may call my careleſ eyes 
Where London's ſpiry turrets riſe ; 
Then mhield me in the woods again, 


THE 


SUICIDE. 


3 . 
By THOMAS WARTON. 


ENEATH the beech, whoſe branches bare 
Saxit wick the bgdaning's vivid glare, 
| And whilile hollow as they wave; 
A wretched Suicide holds his accurs'd abode, 


| Lowr'd the grim morn, in murky dies. 
| Damp miſts involv'd the ſcowling ſkies, 
And dimm'd the firuggling day; 
As by the brock that Eng ring laves = 
Yon ruſh-grown moor with ſable waves, 
Tan of he dark refolve he took his fullen wert 


1 mark'd bis deſultory pace, 
— With many a mutter'd ſound ; 
And ab! too late aghaſt I views d 
The recking blade, the hand embru'd, 
| He fell, ** 


£ L* 1 
Full many u melancholy night 


He watch'd the ſlow return of hight; 
And ſought the pow'rs of fleep, 1 
To ſpread a momentary calm * 
O'er his fad couch, and in the balm | 1 
Of bland oblivionꝰs de vs his burning eyes to ſleep. 


Pull o, unknowing and unknown, = 
Amid th' autumnal wood : "| . 


Oft was he wont, in haſty fir, 
Auer. 2 
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Deſpair, for ever in his view, 
A ſpeſtre pale, appear d; 

While, as the ſhades of eve aroſe 
„Is this the youth, whoſe genius high 
Could build the genuine rhyme ? 

+ Whoſe boſom mild the fav'ring Muſe 


« Had rd withall her ample view, — J 
224 and purpoſes ſublime 7% -— 
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Ak! from the Muſe that boſom mild 
By treach'rous magic was beguil'd, 


To ſlrike the deathfu} blow: 
She fil'd his ſoft ingenious mind 
With many a feeling too reſin d, 


And rous'd to livelier pang his wakeful fcaſe af woes 


Though doom'd hard penury to prove, 
And the ſharp flings of hopeleſs love; 

To griefs eongenĩal prone, 
More wounds than nature gave he knew, 
While Miſery's form his fancy drew 


In dark ideal hues, and horrors not its own. 
: Then wiſh not o'er his earthly tomb 


To drop its deadly dew : | 

Nor, oh! forbid the twiſted thorn, 
What ugh no marble-pited buſt 
Adorn his defolated duſt, 

With ſpeaking ſculpture wrought ? 
Pity ſhall woo the weeping Nine 
To build a viſionary ſhrine, 

Hang with uafading flow'rs, 222 


. 
What though refus'd each chanted rite ? 
To touch the CY Rn 
Of Laura, „a in early bloom, 


— unhallow'd ſhade, 
Within an ivy'd nook : | 
Sedden the halF-funk ord of day 

Aud ths a cherub-ce my chard renin ta: 


©. es th attains bee 
The wreath of glory ewine: 


66 In vain with hues of gorgeous glow 
« Gay Fancy gives her veſt to flow, | 
© Unleſs truck's matron-hand the floating folds conf 


et Juſt Heaven, man's fortitude to ve, 
« The tribes of hell born woe 
Vet the fame Pow'r that wiſely ſends 
„Life's ſierceſt ills, indulgent lends | 
* e 
Her 


„ Topluck from God's right hand his Inſtruments of 
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Her aid divine had lull'd to reſt | 

«© Yon foul ſelf-murtherer's throbbing breaft, 
« And flay'd the riſing florm : 

& Had bade the ſun of hope appear 

«© To gild the darken'd hemiſphere, 


* Andgive the wonted bloom to nature's blaſled forms 


Vain man! 'tis heaven's prerogative 
To take, what firſt it deign'd to give, 


Thy tributary breath: 
* In awful expectation plac d- 
Await thy doom, nor impious haſte 


„ death,” | 


THE INCURIOUS. 


Nrn. 
Vet 


not the lions nor the tombs had ſeen ; 


— conf wihene 6 falle— 
The rogue had been in Newgate all the while, 


oz 
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ODE TO MELAN CHOLY. 


— 


— 
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| 25 Mr. OGILVIE 


Hu. queen of thought fublime! popitious pow'r, 


Who o'er th* unbounded waſte art joy d to roun, | 


Led by the moon, when at the midnight hour 
5 Her pale rays tremble thro? the dulky g'oome 


O hear me, goddefs, to thy peaceful ſeat ! 

Whether to Hecla's cloud-wrapt brow convey'd, 

Or lodg'd where mountains ſcreen thy deep retreat, 
Or venFring with Goo CHEvbounteh Bade, 


Say, rove thy fieps &'er Lybia's naked waſte ? 
Or ſeek ſome diſtant ſolitary ſhore ? 

Or, on the Andes topmoſt mountain plac'd, 

Doſt fit, and hear the ſolemn thunder roar 7 


mene fone hanging reck'> prajaſtuitonn, 


Pours her long wail from ſome lamented tomb ? 
Hark! 
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 VUnſcen, unheard, thus moves the flealing hour, 


; 191 


Hack! yon de ep echo firikes the trembling ear ! 


See night's dun curtain wraps the darkſome pole ! 


O'er heaven's blue arch yon rolling worlds appear, 


And rouſe to ſolemn thought th' aſpiring ſoul, 


O lead my fleps beneath the moon's dim ray, 
Where Tadmor ſtands all deſert and alone! 
——_ _ 


Grkin ac fe ren dad dials 


Where fell-eyed tygers all athirit for blood, 
Howl to the defart ; while the horrid train 


Roams o'er the wild where once great Babel flood z 
That queen of nations! whoſe ſuperior call 


Rous'd the broad Eaſt, and bid her arms deſtroy ? 
When warm'd to mirth, let judgment mark her fall, 
And deep refleftion daſh the hp of joy. 
Short is Ambition's gay deceitful dream ; 

Though wreaths of blooming laurel bind her brow 3 
Calm thought diſpels the viſionary ſcheme, 

And Time's cold breath diſſolves the withering bough, 
Slow as ſome miner ſaps th' aſpiring tow'r, 

When working ſecret with deſtcuftive aim, 


But works the fall of empire, pomp, and name. 
Vol. VI. 24 D Then 
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Then let thy pencil mark the traits of man ; 


| Full in the draught be keen-eyed Hope portray'd : 1 
Let flutt'ri ring Cupids crowd the growing plan : 


Then give one touch, and daſh it deep with hade. 


Beneath the plume that flames with glancing rays 

Be Care's deep engines on the ſoul impreſs'd ; 
Beneath the helmet's keen refulgent blaze 

Let Grief fit pining in the canker'd breaſt. 

Let Love's gay ſons, a ſmiling train, appear, | 
Wich Beauty pierc'd—yet heedleſs of the dart; 

While, cloſely couch'd, pale fick ning Envy near 
Whew her fell Tag, and points it at the heart. 


| Ferch'd like a raven on ſome blaſted yew, 


Let Guilt revolve the thought-diftraAing fin 3 
annie der pro fervor e 


Then paint impending o'er the maddening deep 


That rock where heart ſiruck Sappho, vainly brave, 


Stood firm of foul—then from the dizzy ſteep 
Impetuous ſprung, and daſh'd the boiling wave, 
Here wrapt in fludious thought let Fancy rove, 
Sul prompt to mark Suſpicion” ſecret ſnare 3 
To ſee where Anguiſh nips the bloom of Love, 
Or trace proud Grandeur jothe domes of Care. 


TS3 * a 
Should e er Ambition's tos ring hopes inflame, 
Let judging Reaſon draw the veil aſide z 


Or, fir'd with envy at ſome mighty name, 
Read oer the monument that tells—He died. 


| What are the enſigns of imperial ſway 

What all that Fortune's lib'ral hand has brought ? 
Teach they the voice to pour a ſweeter lay ? 

Or rouſe the foul to more exalted thought ? 


When bleeds the heart as Genius blooms unknown, 
When melts the eye o'er Virtue's mournful bier; 
Not wealth, but pity, ſwells the burſting groan : 
Not pow'r, but whiſp'ring Nature, prompts the tear. 
Say, gentle mourner, in yen mouldy vault, 
| Where the worm fattens on ſome ſcepter'd brow, 
Beneath that roof with ſculptur'd marble fraught. 
Why ſleeps unmov'd the breathleſs duit below ? 


| Sleeps it more ſweetly than the ſimple ſain, 
Where the lone widow tells the night her pain, 
And eve with dewy tears embalms the dead ? 


| The lily, ſereen d from ev ry ruder gale, 
Courts not the cultur'd ſpot where roſes ſpring : 
But blows neglefied in the peaceful vale. 
And ſcents the zephyr's balmy breathing wing. 
Bs The 
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The buſts of grandeur and the pomp of pow 'r, 
Can theſe bid Sorrow's guſhing tears ſubſide ? 
Can theſe avail in that tremendous hour, 
When Deatcel hand omgaa te porpe whe? 


Aus! ee eee 
Fey eee ee, ee e 
And fuel with pompous verſe th' eſcutcheon'd tomb. 


For me—may Paſſion ne er my foul invade, ' 
Nor be the whims of tow'riog Phrenzy giv'n ; 
Let Wealth nc'er court me from the peaceful hade, 


Where Contemplation wings the foul to Heaven! 
Oh guard me ſafe from Joy's enticing ſnare ! 
The porſoa'd breath of flow-conſuming Care, 
The noiſe of Folly, and the dreams of Pride, 
Eut oft, when midnight's ſadly ſolemn knell 
Sounds long and diſtant from the ky-topt tow'r, 
Calm let me fit in Proſper's lonely ceil*, 
Or walk with Milton thro” the dark obſcure. 


Thus, when the tranſient dream of life is fled, =| 


May fome fad friend recal the former years ; 
Then, ftretch'd in ſilence o'er my duſty bed, 
Pour the warm guſh of ſympathetic tears! 
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PILGRIMS and rA PEAS. 


By PETER PINDAR. 


ec 


A BRACE of fnners, for no good, 


Were order'd to the Virgin Mary's ſhrine, 


Whoa Loreto dwelt, in was, fone, wood, 


And in a fair white wig look d wond rous fine, 
Fifty long miles had theſe fad rogues to travel 


Wich ſomething in their ſhoes much worſe than gravel; 


In ſhort, their toes fo gentle to amuſe, 
The prieſt had order d peas into their ſhoes ! 
A noftrum famous in old Popiſh times 


For purifying ſouls that flunk with crimes 3 


A ſort of apoſtolic ſalt, 

That Popiſh parſous for its pow'rs exalt 
For keeping ſouls of finners fweet, 
Juſt as our kitchen falt keeps meat. 


The knaves ſet off on the ſame day. 
Peas in their ſhoes, to go and pray; 


But very diff rent was their ſpeed, I wot 2 
One of the ſinners gallop'd'on 
Light as a bullet from a gun; 
The other limp'd as if he had been fiots * 
23 . Ons 
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Orr faw the Vina ei ſoon—peccavi cried— 
Had his foul whitewaſh'd all ſo clever; 
Then home again he nimbly hied, - 
Made fit with ſaints above to live for ever. 
In coming back, however, let me ſay, | 
He met his brother rogue about half way, 
Hobbling with outſtretch'd bum and bending knees, 
Damning the ſouls and bodies of the peas; 
His eyes in tears, his cheeks and brows in ſweat, 


Deep ſympathizing with his groaning feet. 


Ho now, the light-toed, whitewaſh'd ns 


_ & You lazy lubber ?*”— 
* Odds curſe it! cried the other, < 'tis na joke : 
* My feet, once hard as any rock, 
Are now as ſoft as blubber, 
'* Excuſe me, Virgin Mary, that I ſwear 
As for Loretto, I ſhall not get there: 
+ No! to the Devil my finful foul muſt go, 
zr. f 
5 But, brother ſinner, do explain 
* How tis that you are not ip pain; 


« What Pow'r hath work'd a wonder for your toes 


& Whilſt I juſt like a ſnail am crawling, 
% Now ſwearing, now on ſaints devoutly bawling, 
« Whalft not a raſcal comes to eaſe my woes ? 

% How is't that you can like a greyhound go, 
++ Merry, as if that nought had happen'd, burn ye: 
„Why,“ cried the other, grinning, you mult Enow, 
That juſt before I ventur'd on my journey, 
« To walk alittle more at caſe. 

J took the liberty to boil my peas.” 
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By Mr. SOMERVILLE. 
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79 9 Nor even Poll the leaſt pretence, 
Though ſhe prates better than us all, 
To be accounted rational. 
It ſeems, is nature's — 
| But clock-work all, and mere machine, 
What can theſe idle gimcracks mean ? 
Ye world-makers of Greſham-hall, 4 
Wanna, 
_ | Like Ben of Ba or can diſpute 3 
Or like proud Bentley ciiticize'; 
At a moot point, or odd diſaſler, 
no! Is often wiſer than his maſter. 


Fl 
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Muſt be a dog of parts indeed. 
But to my tale: hear me, my friend, 


A very learn'd and courteous brute. 
Not ſuch as in one centre meet; 
In thoſe let blund'ring doftors deal, 
When tainted gales the game betray, 

Though diff rent paſſions tempt his ſoul, 
True as the needle to the pole, 
He keeps his point, 3 
Tho floatiug net above him flies, 


K 


ane 

| Aud de rank corn the ſportdenied, 
Still faithful to his maſter's fide, 
A thouſand pretty pranks he play'd, 
And cheerful each command obey'd : 
Would lug a pig, or turn the ſpit ; 
Would fetch and carry, leap o'er flicks, 


Nor 
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Nor Partridge, nor wiſe Cadbury, 
Could find loft goods as foon as he: 
Bid him go back a mile or more, 
And ſeek the glove you hid before, 
Still his unerring noſe would wind it; 
If above ground, was fire to find it; 
And humbly lay it at his feet. 
But hold—it cannot be denied 
May make wild work. It happ'd oneday, 
Squire Lobb bis maſter, took his way, 


—"— and ſmug, and very tight, 


To compliment a neighb'riog koight 3 
In his beſt trowſers he appears 
IA comely perſon for his years); 
And clean white drawers, that many aday 
In lavender and roſe-cakes lay, 
Acroſs his brawny ſhoulders ſtrung, 
On his left fide nis dagger hung: 
Dead-doing blade! a dreadful gueſt 
Or in the field or at the feaſt. 
No Franklin, carving of a chine 
At Chriſtide, ever look'd fo fine, 
With him obſequious Rover trudg'd, 
Nor from his heels one moment budg'd ; 
Awhile they travell'd, when within 
Poor Lobb perceiv'd a rumbling din : 


GS} 
Then warring winds, for want of vent, 
So in the body politic © 


(For flates ſometiraes, like men, are ſick) - 


Ere bare-fac'd treafon roars aloud : 
Whether crude humours undigeſted 
His lab'ring entrails had infeſted ; 
Or laft night's load of bottled ale, 
Grown mutinous, was breaking gaol; 


Let Folinſton or let H——th explainz * © 


Whoſe learned ngſes may diſcover 
Why nature's ſtink-pot thus ran over. 
My province is th* effect totract, 
And give each point its proper grace: 
Th effect, O lamentable caſe ! 

Long had he ſtruggled, but in vain, 
The faftious tumult to reſtrain, 
What ſhould he do? Th' unruly rout 
Prefs'd on; and it was time, no doubt, 
T' unbutton, and to let all out. 

The trowſers ſoon his will obey : 


Not fo the ſtubborn drawers ; for they, 
Beneath his hanging paunch cloſe tied, 


His utmoſt art and pains defied : 
Reſolv'd to cut the Gordian Knot, 


. oat as a at 3 a © #S ee, Ob OS Rn A ww 


| Then without ceremony ſeiz'd 
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Is the fome reed jult then pals' by 
{Such was the will of deſtiny) 
The courteous curate of the place. 
Good-nature ſhone o'er all his face. 
Surpris'd the flaming blade to view, 
Of from his hack himſelf he threw. 


The ſquire, impatient to be cas'd. 
% Lord! Maſter Mobb, who would have thought 
The fiend had e er fo ſtrongly wrought ? } 
« Is ſuicide ſo flighta fault ? o” 
« Ripup thy guts, man ? What! go quick | 

To hell outrageous lunatic ? 

« But, by the bleſſing, I'll prevent 

With this right hand thy foul intent, 

Then grip'd the dagger faſt : the ſquire, 

Like Pelcus' fon, look'd pale with ire; 

While the good man like Pallas flood, 

And check'd his eager thirſt for blood. 

At laſt, when both awhile had ſtrain'd, - 
Strength, join d with zeal, the conqueſt gain'd : + 
The curate in all points obey'd, | 
Into the ſheath returns the blade ; 


Y But farſt th* unhappy ſquire he ſwore, 


And left him (as he thought) compos'd. 


T' attempt upon his life no more. 
With fage advice his ſpeech he clos'd, 


4) 
But was it fo, friend Lobb? I own, 
Misfortune ſeldom comes alone; 
Andills on ills are multiplied. | 
Subdued, and all his meafures broke, 
His guts let out without a wound : 
For, in the conflict ſtraining hard, 
He left his poſtern- gate unbarr d; 
Moſt wofully bedaub'd, he moans 
His piteous caſe, he ſighs, he groans, | 
_Toloſfe his dinner, and return, 
Was very hard, not to be borne. 
Hunger, they ſay, parent of arts, 
Will make a fool a man of parts. 
The ſharp-ſet ſquire reſolves at laſt, 
Whate'er befel him, not to faſt ; 
He mug'd awhile, chaf d, ſtrain'd his wits, 
To the next brook with ſober pace 
He tends, preparing to uncaſe, 
Straddling and mutt'ring all the way, 
Curs'd inwardly th* unlucky day. 
The coaſt now clear, no foul in view, 
Gt in a trice his trowſers drew; 
More leiſurcly his draw'rs, for care 
And caution were convenient there ; 


1 
So faſt the plaſter d birdlime ſtuck, 
The ſkin came off with ev'ry pluck. 
| Sorely he gaul'd each brawny ham; 
| Nor other parts eſcap'd, which ſhame 
Forbids a baſhful Muſe to name. 
Not without pain the work achiev'd. 
He ſcrubb'd and waſh'd the parts aggriev'd ; 
| Folds up his draw'rs, with their rich freight, 
And hides them in a buſh, at leifure 
Reſolv'd to fetch his hidden treaſure : 
} The truſty rover lay hard by, 
Obſerving all with curious eye. 
| Now rigg'd again, once more a beau. 
| And matters fix'd in flatu quo, 
Briſk as a ſnake in merry May, 
That juſt has caſt his flough away, 
_ | Gladſome he caper'd o'er the green, 
| As he preſum'd, both ſweet and clean ; 
For, O! amongſt us mortal elves, 
| How few there are ſmell out themſelves? 
| With a mole's ear, and eagle's eye, } 


And with a blood-hound's noſe, we ly 

On other's faults implacably. oh 

| | But where's that ear, that eye, that noſe, 1 
Againſt its maſler will depoſe ? 

Ruddy Mifs Prue, with golden hair, 


| Stinks like a pole-cat, or a bear; TO 
o | Vol VI. 24 E Yet 
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Yet romps about me ev'ry day, 
Sweeter, ſhe thinks, than new-made hay. 
Lord Plauſible, at Tom's and Will's. 


Whoſe poiſonous breath in whiſpers kills, 
Still buzzes in my ear, nor knows 


What fatal ſecret he beftows : | 
Let him deſtroy each day a ſcore, 
is mere chance-medley, and no more. 
In fine, felf-love bribes ev'ry ſenſe, 
And all at home is excellence. 

The ſquĩte, arriv'd in decent plight, 
With rev*cence due ſalutes the knight 3 
To greedy Lobb ! Th' Orphean lyre 
Did ne'er ſuch rapturous joy inſpire ; 
Her ladyſhip brought up the rear. 
Simp'ring ſhe liſps. 4 Your ſervant, fir— 
The ways are bad, one can't well ſtir 
% Abroad—or twere indeed unkind 
6 To leave good Mrs, Lobb behind... 
She's well, I hope ?P?—Maſter, they ſay, 
« Comes on apace—How's Miſs, I pray ? 
Lobb bow'd, and cring'd ; and, muttering low, 
Made for his chair, would faia fall- to. 
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Theſe weighty points adjuſted, ſoon 
My lady brandiſhes her fpoon, 
Unhappy Lobb, pleas'd with his treat, 
And minding nothing but his meat, 
Too near the fire had choſe his ſeat: 
When, O! th' effluvia of his bum 
Ambroſial ſweets, and rich perfume ! 
The flick"ring footman ftopp'd his noſe 3 


| Made aukward mouths ; the knight took lf; 
1 Her ladyſhip began to huff: 


I Indeed, Sir John—pray, good my dear— 
| ** *Tis wrong to make your kennel here 
. Dogs in their place are good, I o 
« But in the parlour—foh !—be gone.” 

Now Rockwood leaves th' unfiniſh'd bone, 
Baniſh'd for failings not his own ; 


” No grace even Fidler could obtain, 


And fav'rite Virgin fawn'd in vain, 
The ſervants, to the firanger kind, 


Leave truſty Rover ſtill behind; 


But Lobb, who would uot ſcem to be 

Defeftive in civility, 

And, for removing of all doubt, 

Knitting his brows, bids him get out: 

By ſigns expreſſes his command, 

And to the door points with his hand, 
E 2 
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The dog, or through miſtake or ſpite | 
(Grave authors have not ſet us right), 
Fled back the very way he came, 
And in the buſh ſoon found his game > 
Brought in his mouth the fav'ry load, 
And at his maſter's elbow flood. 
O Lobb! what idioms can expreſs 
hy flrange confuſion and diſtreſs, 
When on the floor the draw'rs diſplay d 
The fulſome ſecret had bewray'd ? 
No traitor, when his hand and fcal 
Preduc'd his dark deſigns reveal, 
Fer look'd with ſuch a banging face, 
As Lobb, half-dead at this diſgrace, 
Wild-ſtaring, thunder-ftruck, ard dumb, 
Each ſaſh thrown up to let in air, 
The knight fell backward in his chair, 


| Laugh'd till his heart-ſtrings almolt break, 


The chaplain giggled for a week; 

Her lady ſhip began to call 

For hartfhiorn, and her Abigail; 

The ſervants chuckled at the door, 

And all was clamour and uproar. 

Rover, who now began to quake, 

As conſcious of his foul miſtake, 

Truſts to his heels to ſafe his life; 

The ſquire ſneaks home, and beats his wife. 
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